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TEE FIRST CHAFPTER.

b ICKE " called out Bob Cherry.
F‘i%'!l;:omop B

It was really anfertunate

that Billy Bunter put his head out of

the doorway of Study No. T at that

moment.

Of course, Bunter did not suppose that
a football would be whirking along the
Romove

Had ber su that, o doubt
he would have kept his buliet head safe
inside Btudy No. T.

Not su ing it for & moment,
Bunter put his head out.

The next moment a fearful vell awoke
every echo in the Remove studies, and
startled the fellows at their prep.

It was really Bunter's own fault in &
wey. Bunter ought to have been at

rep. All the Remove ought to have

en at prep. Most of thom were. But
Bob Cherry was sparing a fow minutes
from prep te give Cholmondeley, the
new fol.ow in the Remove, some foot-
ball instruetion.

Cholmondeley — otherwise Tatters—-
knew hardly anything about soccer. He
wos willing to loarn; and Bob was
willing to teach., Ceortainly, the Remove

assago was scarcely o proper place for
ootball practice; necither was prep the
proper time for it. Sitill, b con-
sidered that a few minules might be
profitably spené in giving Taéters a tip
or two. - :
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wonl.

Bob and Trtters were on the landing,
at onc end of the passaoge. The box-
room door at the other end was the
Bob placed the ball, and told
‘atters to kick; and Tetters kicked,

Hod Bunter been industriously
slogging at prep, as he ought to have
been, nothing would have happened to
Bunter. But Bunier never was keen on
rep, or work of a kind, He was,
aowover, very keen indeed on knowin
everything that was ﬁﬂing on. Instea
of digging into Virgil, therefore
Willtam Goeorge DBumter put his head
out of hus study to soe what the fcllows
woere up o 1n the passage.

Ho learned what thoy were up to at
once, quite zuddenly, o was not left
in any doubt. He was just in time to
atiﬂ: the whiezing footer with his head.

Thether Tatters would have got the
moal on tha box-room door, would riever
now be known. He got 8 poal on
Buntor's right ear.

Tho footer dropped ta the floor. So
did Punter.

“Whooop ! Yaroooch ! Wow !
Yooooop " roared Bunter,

“0h, my 'at 1" epneulated Tatters,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! roarcd Bob
Cherey. ™ What are you bulting in for,
Buntor, yon ass?”

“¥arooch! Ow! T'tn hort! T'mn

stunned ! yelled Bunter. “1'm killed !
I-mean, nearly killed ! Help 1™

“You fat chump "

“Owl Wow! gle]p.’ Fire I" roared
Bunter. “Ow! I'in stunned! [ sax,
yau fellows, holp ™

A dozen fellows looked

ont of the

Billy Bonier sat clasp-

Remove -stuﬂins._ !
ing his head with both hands, roaring,
Tatters picked up the hall.

“Sorcy " he gasped. “'What did you
put vour ‘ead in the way for?”

“Ow! Beast! Wow! Yow!l”

“What on earth's the row?" ex-
claimmed Harry .Wharton, from the deor-
way of Study No. 1.

*Chaly Bunter stopped a footer with

hiz nappor,” answered Bob, 1 den't
know why. Yhy dud yoa do 1t
Bunter ¥

“Ow! Beast! Wow "

“For goodness’ sake stop that row,
old fat man! You'll have o prefect up
here 1" called out Frank Nugent,

"Whoooooop '™ roarcd Bunter, on his
top note. Perhaps Bunter did not
object to a prefect coming up and
dealing with the beasts who were play-
ing football in the Remove passage.
I'assage football was strictly forbidden
nt Greviriare; though like other for-
bidden things, it somciimes happened,
“Bix* {rom on ashplant wes likely to
reward the footballers if a prefect came
on the seene,

*Bhut up. vou ass!™ shouted Johnny
Bull, from Study No. 14,

“ ¥ nrocooooh 1

“Aly  estecmed Dunter”™ ealled ot
Huveee Jamset Eom Singh, “the polden
cilenee is the cracked pitcher which goes
loper to the well than a Iurd i the
Birish, ™

“Ha, ha, ha "

YYoooop! Whoeooop! Yarcoocoh!™

Bunter was going stvong,
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*Cheese 1t1" roared DBob. “You're
not hurt, fathead 1™

“Owl My napper’'s broken! Owl
1'm stunned! Wow! Brained! Yow "

“Gammon |” ga1d Peter Todd. “How
could you be brained, fathead? You
haven't the stuff ™

“Beast! Wow! Yaroooooop!”

“Will you dry up?” shricked DBob
Cherry. “¥ou'l have Carno of the
Sixth up here, Jou fat villain ™

¥ Whoooooo I¥

Carne of the Bixth was the prefect
who was on duty during lock-up that
evening. Carne was rather a bully, and
gruch given to the use of the ashplant,
Nobody in the Hemove wanted te give
Carne an excuse for butting into the
HKemove passage. )

Still, Carne was not a_ very duotiful
F:ﬂiech‘ It was quite probable that he
wd retired fo some quiet spot to smoke
v cigarctte with Loder or Walker, in-
stead of keeping & dutiful eye open
during lock-up. In the ecircumstances,
it was to be hoped that he had, Troublas
was probable, if he was within the
range of Bunter's frantie yelling.

* Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow [” roared iunhar,

Bunter, at least, hoped that Carne was
within hearing.

"Will you dry up? raved Bob
Cherry.
“Whoooooooop I"

Poter Todd ste]ppﬂd out of Study Ne. 7,

grasped the Owl of the Remove by the

collar, and hooked him into the study,
“Leggo, you beast ™ roared Bunter.

“ Now shut up!™ hooted Peter,

#Bhan't! arpgoh !  I'm
hurt! Whooooooop !

“Shero did I put that

fives bat¥"” said Peter, look-
ing round the study. ]

Billy Bunter shut up quite
guddenly. DBlessed silence
fell on the Hoemove passage
before Peter could find the
fives batl.

“That's better,” eaid Beb.
“We're wasting time.
You've gob to take that kick hefore we
et on to prep. Thank goodness Coarne's
at & safe distence. Now, here you are,
Tatters.”

Thera was a geneval retreat into the
studics on the part of the Remove men
who had been drawn oot by Bunter’s
uproar. Nobody else wanted to siop a
football with his head.

Bob placed the ball.

“Tha landing's the gonl this time,” he
said, “IKick it back along the paszage.
Sep if vou can drop it on the stairs™

“Ripht-ho ! said Tatters cheerfully.

Bob stepped aside, and Tatters took a
little run, and kicked the ball again, It
rose from his foot and whizzed.

*{(load | exclaimed DBob, watching its
rapid Aight with an approvieg eye.

It was a good kick, and a true kick,
The fm::thuﬁ sailed alomg the Remove
passage in an unerring line for the land-
ing and the stairs.  Obviously it was

oing to drop fair and square on the
%.:-mm'e staircase. It was a goal this
time.

It droppedl Just as it dropped, &
head ang gshoulders rose into view an
the staircase.

“Oh 1™ asjped Bob.

"{}nnnnﬁ I stuttered Tatters.

The prefect on duty had, after all,
heard the uproar from the Remove
uarters. It was the face of Carne of
;lha Bixth that rose into view on the
staircase. He was coming up with
rapid steps, with a frowning brow, and
his ashplant vnder his arm. The two
juniors watched m horror. There was
no stopping a ball in full flight; there
was no time to shout o warning even—
ro time for Carne to heed the warning

if shouted. It was & matter of a
fraction of a second.
Crash |
Only & fraction of a second after
Carne’s face dawned on the horrified
juniors, the fooiball dawned on Carne.
It landed on his nose with a erash.
Carne went backwarda.

There was & mufled howl and o sgund
of bumping oh the Remove staircase
a3 Carne of the Bixth disappeared.
Carne had come up the sbairs quickly.
He went down much more guickly.
Carng and the football reached the next
landing together, and the sounds that
carne from Carne of the Bixth were
positively blood-curdling.

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Handllng a Bully |

66 H crombs ¥ gasped Bob Cherry.
“Ob, my ‘’at!” pgurgled
Tatiera.

“Hook it!”" breathed Bob.
Carne, sprawled on the lower landing,
was yelling with fury. good-tem-
gar&d fellow might bave been annayed
¥ what had happened. Carnc wasz not
& good-tempered fellow by any means.
He was hurt; and he was furious. Pain
and rage were expressed in Corne's
eloquent voice; but the rage predomin-
aked.

Thero was a chance, at least, that the
rrefect had not scen who bad expodited

THE METAMORPHOSIS !

Arthur Ceeil Cholmondeley, heir to a baronetey
and a considerable fortune,
Yet a few weeks back he was just ** Tatters *
—3 penniless unknown waif without a friend
in the wotld.

that hapless footer. If so, 1t was only
judicious to leave him in that state of
Lligsful ignorance, at least, until ho had
had time to cool down

T'atters rushed for his siudy, No. 1;
Bob Cherry scudded into Neo 13 In
a second, the Remove passage wis
cempty; while Carne's voice was shill
Hoating up from the lower landing. In
No. 13, Mark Linley and Hurrvee Singh
and littla Wun Lung wera at work; and
they stared at Bob as he plungoed
E}:rriedlg in and shut the door after
lml

“YWhat's happened 7” exclaimed Mark.

“Carna!™ pasped Tob., “Keop it
dark—he got the footer on his boko——"

“Oh, my hat!™

“He mayn't spot who did ii!
Where's my blessed Virgil! Not a word
—wo're hard at work if Carne looks in
here. Nobody knows anything.”

“The knowfulness will not he terrifie,”
grinned Hurres Jamset Dam Singh.

And Btudy No. 13 settled down to
quiet induosfry.

In Study No. 1, Wharton and Nurent
had heen about to step out inte the
pagsage to lenrn what was up, when
Tatters rushed in, Tatiers clozed the
door alter him, gasping. Tatters had not
been long at Grepfriars: but he had
been there long enough to learn what
an awfully eerious matter it was to
cateh a Sixth Form prefect on the noso
with a football., If Carne landed on the
man who had kicked that football, that
man was booked for an exceedingly
hectic time., Tatters was likely to bs
reminded of the days when he had been
with Tinker Wilson, if the enraged pre-
fect spoticd him. Tatters had had many
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a thrashing from the tinker in those
days; but it was probable that Carne
would out-Herod IHerod, as it were.

" What——" began Wharton, staring
at Arthur Ceeil Cholmondeley.
“Oh, bust my buttons!’
Tatters. “I say, grnme a book or
somethi it down—don't It him
Lknow! the bloke looks in 'ere, don't
say & blooming word! It's Carne—and
the footer bunged right on his beezor !

“0Oh crumbs!”

"You young asg——-"

“I1 s'pose he's Turk™ suid Tetters
“He sounds as if he wasl He's a bad-
tompered bloke, that there Carne—he's
jumped on me already for nothing! It
will be for something this time, though,
if he knows. Oh dear!”

There was & heavy tramping of fect
on the Bemove statrepse.  Carne was
COMINg up Agalm.

Wharton and Nugent hurriedly re-
sumed prep. LTatters, who did not share
the usual work of the Eemove, sat down
with a wolume of histery in the arm-
chalr, opening it al random.

Cragh! The study door flew open.

Clarna of the Bixth appearcd 1 the
doorway.

The thres jumiors looked af him.
Carne’s aspect was rather startling.
Ifiz nose, like Marian's in the hallad,
was rod and raw. Undoubtedly it had
had a very hard knock, and 1F was
swelling o little. He had other damages
ihat were not visible, but quite painful
A fellow eowld not voll down a stair.
caso withount collecting
damagez, Tha rage 1n
Carpe's face waa alarming,
Self-control, which a Sixth
Form prefect ought never to
have lost, secmed fo have
deserted Carne completely.
His brows were knitted
blackly, his eyes JTairly
Aashed, and his teeth were
set.  ‘I'he ashplant in  his
hand was gripped in an
almast convulsive grip,

“lz he here?™ panted Carne.

“Who? asked Wharton. * Anything
up, Carpe ™

“0h, here he is!" shouted Carne,
glaring at Cholmondeley.

h eripes!” groancd Talters,
Evidently the prefect knew!
“Wha-a-at has Cholmondeley done

ashed Wharton.

“I dare say you know what he's done ™
roared Catne. “I dare say you were all
in 1f, you young raseals! I've been
knocked down the stairs—kpocked fly-
ing! By gad! I'll take it out’ of the
voung scoundrel ] Get nside, Wharton !™

He shoved the captain of the Remove
aglde and strode at Tatters. Tho new
Junior jumped out of the armchair.

“I1—1—1 say.” he gasped. * It—it was
an accident, Carne—it was a blooming
accident—I  never knowed you was
there—never saw you coming up—I'm
sorey—— Owl Owl™

Carne grasped him by the epllar with
his left hand, snd with his right, laid
on the ashplant.

gasped

Whaek! Whack! Whack!
Wharton and Nugent looked on with
grim  faces. Tattera welled and

wrigzled and roared.

Tiere was no doubt that punishment
waz due. It was, as Tatters said, an
accident; bub it was an accident that
ought not to have hﬂfflpﬂnﬁdp Passage
football, in fact, was forbidden for that
very reason. “8ix Y——as severa a gix
as ever was administered by o prefect—
wis dua to the offender.

Hed Carne told Tatters to bend over
and given him six of the best there

Tae Maexer Listany.—No. 1,108
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could have been no just cause of com-
plaint,

Instead of that, however, Carna
handed out more than six: and he
handed themm out with a vigour and
cnergy as 1f he were beating a carpet.
Carne, evidently, was not counting the
:.\rhaﬂks;rhu waz wrenking his fury on
dL'atters i an utterly reckless manner.

Tatters yelled frantically., He had
had some severe thrashings from Tinker
Wilson in the old days; but even Tinker
"}’l;"ilmn had never quite licked him like
ihis,

“Ow! Btoppit! Legro, vou rotter![”
velled Tatters. “Ow! °‘Elpl Owl*

Harry Wharton made a step forward.
He would never have dreamed of in-
tervening between a prefect and a
junior in the case of an ordinary pre-

feet's  beating,.  But this was oo
“thick.”
“Biop that, Carne!” repped out
Wharton.

“What?"” roared Carne, glaring round
at him.

“That's enough! You've given him
more than & dozen! Stop it.”

“Tll give you some of the same when
'm finished with him.”

Wharton set his lips.

“You're Bnished with him now,” he
said.  “Stop it !"

Whaek! The cane came down again
with a terrific swipe! Tatters yelled
franticallv. Up went arnc's  arm
agsin; and Harvy Wharton, sl|:1‘in§mg
forward, caught it with both hands
before it eould descond, and dragged
the cane aside.

“"Chuck it!" he snapped.

“Let go!™ roared Carne.

“1 won't!”

“Hold the brute!” gasped Nugent,
and he ran to his chum's aid.

Carna wrenched hia arm free and
lashed at Wharton with the eane. The
captain of the Hemove caught it with
hiz arm. Tha noxt moment Carne went
over m the grasp of the two juniors
and landed on the floor of the study
with a crash.

“Halle, ballo, hallo!” Bob Cherry
looked in at the door. The yelling from
Study No. 1 had warned Dob that the
enlprit was known and that punishmont
was being handed out, and Bob had
hurried along to own up {o his share in
ihe delingquency and take his share of
the gruel. He arrived in time to sco
Carne sprawling on the foor in the
grasp of Wharton and Nugent,

“Lend a hand, Bob!" panted Whar-
ton.

Bob gave one glance at Tatters. The
new junior was leaning on tha table,
pasping  for breath, white na chalk,
Oiie look was enough for Baohb,

“The rotter!™ he gosped.

And he hurled himself into the [ras.

Carne was struggling up with the two
jnniors alinging to him when Bob
charged in, e went sprawling again.

“Fag him!? yelled Bob.

Raﬁging a Sixth Form prefect was an

awlully serious matter. DBuot the chums
of tho Remm'e were reckless now.
Throo ira of hands handled Carne.

Mis ashplant was tern away and he
rolled on the floor mixed uvp with the
threa Removites,

“My _esteermed  chums!”  gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, starng in
from the passage.

“Logpo !  Carne  was  velling.
“You'll be flogged for this—sacked!

Oh gad! Oh! Ow! Lepgo! You
voung scoundrels—— Qoooh !
“Rick the brute out!” gasped

Wharton. ]
Johnny Bull arrived at the doorway

Taee Migxer Liprary.—No, 1,198,

behind the nabob. Half the Remaove
were in the passage now, staring and
ut.'h;rmf amazed ejaculations.

Ihe hondling of a Sixth Form prefect
was rather a  thrilling eccurrence.
Johnny Bull and Hurreo Singh ran to
]qnd a hand to their comrades in Study
Mo. 1. The rest of the crowd stared
Rl

“AMy hat! They're going it!"” said
Erinmmr, “They'll bo sﬁ;ckng;l for this!
You can't handle a prefect, you know.”

“The jolly old order of the boot!"
said Snoop.

“Look out !

Carne of the Sixth, struggling
i_?ur:u_::msl:.r_, i the midst of the {ive
1untors in the study, lurched towards
the door. The juniors cleared back as
he came lurching through in the Erasp
of the Famous Five,

Cartie was not cxactly an athlete, hut
any Bixth Form man was diffenlt for
Juntors to handle, and Harry Wharton
& Co. had to exert themselves. But
they excrted themselves succossfully.

Carne came lurching out of the study
and the fellows in the passage gave
him plenty of room to drop.

Bump !

Carne landed on his back.

"Oh, grest Heott!” ejaculated tho
Bounder,  “Chuckin’ out o prefect!
Oh, my only Aunt Sempronis !"

Carne sat u

He was wildly dishevelled, dizay,
dazed, breathless. He looked a wreck
cf a prefeet. e sab and panted,
claring at the juniors packed in the
docrway of Etudy No. 1. He gasped
and gurgled, tiving to speak: Lut no
words came,

“MNow get out, you Lully ! said Harry
Wharton, his eycs Aushing at the dis-
hevelled sonior. “Get ent before you'ro
kicked ! You're not wanted in this pas-
sage, you rottor!”

Corne stagzered to his fect at last,

Tho hrr.*;ltt:f:-ss crowd of Removites ex-
pected him to charge back into the
study. But Carne had had enough of
hand-to-hand comhat with five sturdy
and determined fellows., He gave the
Famous Five a deadly glare, turned,
and tramped away to the stairs.

b =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Gelting Away with It !

& SAY, you fellows !
“0h, shut up, Bunter 1
I say a
*Get out, you fat frumpl”

“T sax, Wingate's coming !

“Br-r-r-r-r-r '

That zomcthing would happen the
chums of the Remove were only too well
aware. The Lower Fourth, in a buze of
cxeitement, were not giving much atten-
tion to prep now.

The Famous Five remained in Study
No. 1—waiting for what was to happen
next. Handling a prefect and pitching
him out of a yunior study was an un-
heard of proceeding, and the eon-
sequences wore bonnd to be sorious,

Carne was gone, and whether he
wanld como back with My, Queleh, the
Remove master, or bring the Head on
the seene, or what would happen, the
chwma of the Remove «id not know,
But they knew something must happen,

Nevoriheless, they did not regret the
handling of Carne, Tatters was still
wriggling painfulliy, and the marks of
Carne’'s cane wero thick wpon him It
was probable that if the Head saw
thoss marks he wonld sea that theo
junigrs had had reason to intervene,
Anvhow, the bully had had to be
stopped ; all the Co, agreed on that.

THE MAGNET

Eilly Bunter 5rinnﬁd inta the study
a2 he anuounced that the caplsin of
Greyfriars was coming. BEvery face
there was serious and perturbed: bub
Bunter zeemed to find something enter-
taining in the affair.

*I say, you fellows, you're for it!”
he chuckled. “\Wingate's coming up
the stairs now; of course, he's comin

to take you to tho Head. Think ;,rm.l‘
get off with a flogging all round ¥’
Shat up ™ roared Wharton.

“0h, really, Wharton ! More likely
the sack, I think,” said Bunter, shoking

his head. *“After all, what can you
expect ¥

“You fat rotter!” howled Bob
Cherry. “Carne would never have

coma“up at all if vou hado't yelled
like a scalded cat.”

“Oh, really, Cherry——-"

“Bump him ! said Johnny Ball,

“I say, Wingato's in the passage! I
say, it vou're sacked, Wharton——>

“Geb out, you fot freak !V
. "H you and Nugent are sacked I'm
jﬂ[l{i; well going to have this study I
sald Bunter. “It's the best in the Re-
move! I think—— Yarcoop!” roared
Bunter as & Latin grammar eaught him
on his fat chin.

_The juniors in Study No. 1 scemed
tired of Buntor's cheery conversation.

“Ow! Beast! Ow!” reared Bunter,
staggering back into the passage.

“Look out, you fat duffor I gnapped
Wingate of the Bixth, as Bunter bucked
into him. “Why aren’t you in your
study in lock-up? Take o hundred lines
for being out of your study, Bunter!”™

“0Oh, really, Wingate——"

“Cut!” snapped Wingate. And as
he made a motion with his hand
lowards a fat ear, William George
Bunter promptly cut.

The Sixth-FFormer stepped into Stud
No. 1. Five juniors there met him u—itﬁ
grim looks. Tatters was still wriggling
painfully. The hecad prefect of Grey-
friars eyed the chums of the Remove
with & knoitted brow.

“Well I ha rapped.

“Well, old bean?"
Clrerry.

“You've been handling the prefect
who was on duty in lock-up,”

“Yes,"” said Harry.

“Carne came up here because some
rag was on, and Chelmondeley, i
scems, pitched a fooiball &t him, and
when he started in to beat Cholmonde-
ley vou all set on himi. Is that how 1%
stands ?"

Winzate had evidently
Carne's account of the affair. But no
doubt ho wanted to make sure of his
focts before reporting the matter 1o
the Head. Possibly he fancied that
Carne might have exaggerated a little.

“That's it, mora or less,” said
Harry. “Dug—>" i

“It was an accident with the
footer,” said Dob. "We had no idea
that Carne was coming np—"

“That malkes no difference.”

“manno: I know 1t doesn't,” mure-
mured Beoeb.  “Dut I thought 1'd
mention i, Wingate.”

“ Anything more to say before T take
vou to the Ilead?” asked the captain
of Greyiviars.

 Yes,” said Harry guietly, “We're
quite ready to go before the Head,
Wingato. shall tell Dr. Locke what
wo've done, and that in the same cir
cumslaners we should do exactly the
same thing again,.™

Wingate stared,

*“Well, if you like to ask for the sack
it's your business !’ he said. ' You may
get off with a flogging if you're not
cheeky.” ]

“I think the Head will see that we

murmured Bab

received
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couldn’'t have donec
anything else when
ho sees Cholmonde-
ley,” answoered
harton.
“You Interfered
when Carne was

giving the kid six¥"

“He was thrashing
him like a booligan,
and we interforod—
and we'd intmfore
again [V gaid Nugent,

Wingate lanced
round at the faces of
the five; then he
fixed hiz eoves on
Cholmondeley, As a
mutter of fact, the
head prefect was not
at all pure that he
had had all the faets
from (larne.

“ Oome lhere, Cliol-

mondeley!” he
rapped.

“"Yes," gpasned
Tatters.

Wingate's brow
grew very  grim.

Carne had laid on
the <¢ane in  blind
Fary, ecareless where
the blows fell. There
was a red weal on
the back of Tatters’
neck, where ono reck-
less lash had fallen,
and 1t was [fairly
clear that there woere
plenty more out of
sight.

Tatters was strong and hardy, not at
all tho fellow to crumple up under an
ordinary licking; his life with Tinker
Wilson had toughened him too much
for that. But ho had erumpled up
now; he was wriggling and squirming
with pain.

Wingate's brow grew grimmer and
EIimImer. .

“Vou'd bettor sec the marks on his
back before you take us to the FHead,
Wingate,” said Iarry Wharten, 1
fancy Carne will bo sorry the Head was
brought into this!” ‘

“The kid descrved & licking, and a
jolly hard one,” said Wingate slowly.

“] know that! But there’s & linut!”

Wingate hesitated. Then he turqﬂd
on his heel and left Study Wo. 1. 'The
Fampus Five exchanged glances.

Wingate went down the staircase and
roturned to tho Sixth Form studies
\With o grim brow he e¢ntered Carne's
study.

Cﬂfrﬂﬂ was there, putting himself to
rights a little. He stared round at the
Greviriare captain.

“You've taken thoze young scoundrels
to the Head?” he asked.

“Nol!" grunted Wingate.

“Then, why——" .

“You told me they set on_you while
vou were giving a kid six. I find that
the kid's been thrashed sz if some hooli-
gan had handled him. You must have
heen out of your senses, think,
Carne™

“If you'd beon knocked downstairs by
a foothall—" .

“There's a limit!” snapped Wingate.
“You've arted in a rotten, disgraccful
way, Carne—="

T What#* velled Carne.

“1 rofuse to fake the matter wp at
all. So far as I can sae, the juniors were
Lhonnd to siop you, o you'd have pot
yourself sacked from the school for ill-
ising that kid. It was lucky for you
they did stop you, I think.”

Carne stared at him, almost stuttering
with tage.

Carne’s arm rose agaln, but helors the n
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he snapped.

“You—vyou—you won't take the
matter up, 4s head prefect?” he bawled.

“MNo. Go to the Head yourself, if
voil ltke: but T advise vournot to,” said
Wingate. “I warn you that if the Head
sces Cholmondeley now, and sees how
vou've handled him, you won't remain a
prefect—even if wyou remain at Groy-
friars at all. If you've pot any scnse
you'll let the matter drﬂ?l where it s

“I'm pgoing to the dI* roared
Carne.

“Ga, then: if yeo're fool enough!”
snapped Wingate, And he walked out
of the study, and left the bully of the
Sixth to his own deviees.

Carne strode out of the study, pale
with rage. He tramped away in the
direction of the Head's study.

But his hurried stride slackencd be-
fore he reached that apartment. He
slowed down more and more—and
finally stop%d. It was borne in on his
mind that Wingate's advice wag good;
he remembered how he had laid on the
ashplant in Ne. 1 in the Remove, and
he realised that there muszt be marks on
Tatters that would make the Head open
his evea wide if he saw them. The pre-
focts of Gireyfriars had the power of the
cane on the understanding thalt rhey
used it with judiciousness, Carne
roalised that he ecould not hope to con-
vinee the Head that that tervific thrash-
ing of Tatters had been judicious.

He halted within sight of the Head's
door, and slowly turncd eway and
walked back to his own study. He
vealised that it would not do. Ge::-rﬁn
Wingate's advies was good; and the
bully of the Sixth resolved fo act upon
it. Somehow or other, he would "take
it out ¥ of Tatters at a later date; but
not till those tell-tale marks were gone.

In Btudy No. 1, the Famous Five
waited. 4

But nothing happened.

Apparently the matter was at an end.

Bnér Cherry and Johnny Bull and the
nabob returned to their own studies to
finish their prep. Wharton and Nugent
sat down again to work.

e could descend Wharton sprang forward. * Chuek it ! "

When prep was over, still nothing had
happened. Tho Bounder looked inta
No. 1 on his way down to the Rag,

“How goes it?' he asked.

Wharton shrueged his shoulders.

“MNothing’s happeued: I foney Wip.
gate's tipped Carne to chuck it. I'm
rather gsomey=—I'd have liked the Head
to see Tatters. The brute wouldn't
have been a prefect much longer, 1
think.” *

The Bounder whistled.

“My hat! You've handled a Elmfeﬂt
—and pot away with it. Well, if Carne's
chucked it, he will take it out of you,
somelow.” .

“Let him try!” said the captein of
the Bemove disdainfully.

Vernon-Smith laughed, and walkbd
on. ln the Rag that evening, there was
excited discussion of the alfair. Right
up to bed-time, most of the fnllows cx-
pected to sce the Famous Five called
befors the Head or Mr. Quelch., But
there was no sumumnons for the famous
Co., and it scemed clear at last that
they had “pgob avay ™ with it, as the
Bounder exprossed it

Loder of the Sixth saw lights out far
the Remove that night. ‘Loder was a
pal of Carne's, and in the dormitory he
rave tho Famous Five an exprossive
ook ; but that was all. Ile loocked at
Tatters, too, before the new junior
tertied  im, and wlastled softly o1 the
sicht of the wvery visible traces of
Carne's handiwork. Loder was look-
ing thouphiful, when he turned oot tho
light, and left the dormitory; and he
wenk to Carne’s study when he got
downstairs,

“You ass!” he said,

Carng glared at him.

“Tust as well you let Wingate poer-
supde wou te chuck " swid Loder
“*You must bave been off your rocier to
pitch inte the kid like that. You migcht
be sacked if the Deak saw lum now.”

“Rot!" snarled Carne,

Gerald Loder looked at him coolly,
and a httle contemptuously,
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*Well, take my tip, and don't do it
sgain,” be said. “You've got a rotten
teroper, Carne, when you let it go.
You'd hetter learn to put the brake on
& bit.”

“0h, shut up

Lader shrugzed his shonlders and
left the study, and Carne kicked the
door shut after him,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not Tatfets !
& HAT about Tatters?” asked

W Dol Chevry.

“Nothing doing 1

It was a few darvs later,
and after dinner on Wednesday, a balf-
holiday at Greyfriars. The weather was
fine; cold, but clear and bright, and the
Famous Five had planned to bike over
te Launtham that afternoon, to see a
League match. In ordinary circum.
stances ‘Tatters would have gone with
his friends; but the circumstancecs wers
nof ordinary. Tatters was gated.

Gating, at Greyfriars, was a punish-
nient that sometimes fell on the fellows,
But in Tatters’ case, it was not a pun-
ishment, but & precaution.

Sinee the attempt made hy Tinker
Wilson to recapture Tatters, once the
tinkee’s boy, the Head had given Chol-
mondeley instructions to remain within
gates.  Until the rascally tinker was
taken into custody, and put in a safe
place, Dr. Locke [elt that the boy could
not be allowed to run risks.

Tatters ceriainly would have pre-
ferred the rizks to the gating. But it
was not lelt to Tattcrs to decule.

“It's rather robten,™ =aid Boh.
“Tattera never played footer before he
oame here, and Ee's trying hard to pick

up the zome. It would do him a lot of
good to see a good League match.”

“Worto 1" agreed Talters.

“I—I suppose it wouldn't do for
Tatters to cut,™ said Bob.

Wharton shook his head decidedly.

“ Mo feart™

“The no-fearfulness 13 terrifie,” =aid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “"You are
vememberfully aware, my esteemed
Buob, that the excellont and execrable
tinker is still at large, and the ridicn-
lous Tatirrs will be in danger if ho
emergefully procceds out of the absurd
gates”

“It's "ard cheese ! said Tatters. " But
there you are 1"

“But that brute Wilson hasn't been
goen abont hera sineg that time he gob
hold of Tatlers,” said Bob., “It stands
to reazon that he’s clenred nI‘E now the
bobhics are looking for him.

"MMost  likely,” agreed
IlEut ]

“But the Head hknows best,” seid
Johnny Bull.  *“Tatters can't po out
of gates. If that brule of a tinker hap-
pened to be hanging round——

“Tatters would be safe enough with
us,” zaid Bob. “In fact, I'd just like to
mest Mr., Wilson, when we're all to-
gether. Look here, it's all rot to sup-
pase that Tatters wouldn't be safe with
five fellows.™
“Bafe as 'ouscs!™ said Tatters. “I'd
like to come! Look ‘cre, s'pose 1 ask
Gueleh, T tell "im 'l be with you
blokes all the time—that is, of course,
if you coveys like my company.™

The juniors grinned.

Tatters was the only junior at Grey-
fviars who referred to fellows as blokes
and coveys, Tatfers was learning fast
in the Remove; he was quick and in-
telligent, and & hard worker. TBut he
was slow to unlearn the remnarkable
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vocabulary he had learned in his days
on the road with Tinker Wilton.

“Us coveys,” said Bobl solemuly, * will
he glad of the company of a bloke like
yvou, Tattors.™

“Ha, ha ha{*

“The zladiulness will be terrifie” gald
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, *“Let the
esteemed and ridiculous Tatters put it to
the absurd Queleh, In our ludicrons
company he will be safe from the dis-
gusting tinker.”

“No harm in asking Queleh, any-
how,” agreed Harry Wharton, “It's
rather rotten for poor old Tatters to
have to stick within gates on a half-
haliday.- Ga and try your luck with
Queleh, kid.”

And Arthur Ceeil Cholmondeley pro-
ceeded to his llorm master's study, to
try his luck.

Mr. Quelch gave him a kind smile us
ha entered the study.

The Remove master had been ex.
tremely taken aback by Tatters, when
that unusval new boy had first arrived
at Groyfriars. He had bardly con-
cealod that he was by no means pleased
by such an addition to hiz Form. Chol-
mondeley was grandsen and heir to Sir
George  Cholmondeley, of  Chel-
mondeley Castle in Hampehire; but that
did not aiter the fact that he had
spent all his earlier years on the road
asz a binker's boy, and that ns mind was
g beantiful blank so far as school work
was concerned.,

But BMr. Quelch, rather to hiz own
surprise, had taken auiie a liking to the
ane-time tinker's bovy.

Tatters’ pronuneiation and seleetion
of words undoubtedly made Mr. Quelch
wince.  But the tmf,' was deing his best;
and no fellow eould do mere. Heo hac
an immense rospeet for Mr., Queleh, and
listened o the Form master's slightest
words as if they were pﬁar?s of
wisdom falling from hie lips; and that,
of course, would have gratificd any
Form mastee. There were plenty of
follows in the Remove who wore fay
from wvaluing Ar. Quelelh’s instructiions
so highly.

Moreover, it was Mr. Quelch who had
saved Tattors from the hands of hiz old
tyrant whoen Tinker Wilson had reenyp-
tured him.  Tatlers was decply and
genuinely grateful for that, and gruti-
tude had a pleasing effcet on  Mr.

uelch. 8o, with all Cholmondeley's

rawbacks, he liked the boy; and ﬂia
kind smile as Tatters presented him-
self in the study showed as much.

“Ah, Cholmondeley,” ho zaid, 1 was
about to send for you.”

HOh, sir!” said Tatters. I “epe I
ain't done nothing.*
When a2 Form master sent for a

fellow it was natural for that follow
to foel rather apprehensive.

“MNot at all, my boy,” said Mr.
Quelch, T have no fault to find with
you, though I certainly wish vou would
make a little more progress with the
pronunciation of the aspirate.”

Tatters paused a moment to asstmi-

lato this. Ho did not always find it
casy to follow Mr. Queleh’s observa-
tions.

“Oikt!  You mean the blooming

altches, sir!” he exciaimed.

“Not bBlooming, Cholmondeley.”

“"Yes, sir—I mean, no, s=ir™ said
Tatters. “I try as "ard ns T can, sir,
I 'ope—I mean, I ho that 1'll soon
be talking jest like the other blokes, sir
—1I mean the other eoveys—that iz, tho
other fellows, sir. I comoe 'cre—I mean
hiere—to ask vou someihing, sir.”

“You may speak, Cholimondeley,”

“My friends are poin’ over fo
Lantham to sce o football madeh, sir,
this arternoon—>="

“"This afternoon, Cholmendeley.”



EVERY SATURDAY

“I mean this afternoon, sir.
as thore'l be a regler crowd of ’em,
mghbe you'd lot me go, sir. I'd be
gquite eafe from Tinker Wilson, if he's
still *anging about, along of my pals,

air.”
Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.
it is impossible,

Secing

“I am afraid
Cholmaendeley.”

Tatters’ Face fcll.

“With so many blokes along of me,
sir=-I mean, fellowsg—*"

CQuite so, Cholmondeley ! An excep-
tion might be made, in those eircum.
skances,” said Mr. Queleh. *But it will
be necessary for you to remain in the

school this afterncon, as a visitor is
comng to sea vou.”

“Oh 1" suid Tatters.

“1 was about to send for you to tell
ou s, seid Mr, Quelch. " Your grand-
ather, Bir George, has been very much

-:113_1:url'md hg the nows that that ruffian,
Wilson, made an attempt to get you into
bis hands ogain.”

Tnttors’ face, already long,
longer.

“Is the old covey coming, sir?” he
faltered.

Mr. Queleh jumped.

“The who—what—"

“I—I mean my grandfather, sir(”
stammered Tatters.

Apparenﬂi- the prospect of a wisit
from the old baronet had a rather dis-
maying effect on the baronet’s grandson.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

#I trust, Cholmondeley, that you have
a proper affection and respect for Sir
Georgo Cholmondeley I” he rumbled.

¢ yoes, sir["” said Tatfors.

wE F 1 B“t
ha rather friphtens a bloke, sir.”

Mr. Quelch stared st him and sup-
pressed a smule. He had seen the lord
af Cholmondeley Cuastle, and he was not
surprised that the fierce cld gentleman
had a rather terrifying effect on the
tinker's boy.

U Well, well, it is not Bir George who

13 -r:ﬂm_lng,&” he szaid, "I understand

that Sir Georgo has another %‘I&ndmn;

vour cousin, Cholmondeley—a Mr. Crril
ackstraw——-"

“¥es, sir,” sald Tatters. “I seen him
at 'omel Ha don't like me "

" Nonsense [ said Mr, Quelch., “Mr.
Rackstraw 15 coming to see vou this
afternoon, Cholmondeley. ¥le appears,
from his letter to mo, to share your
graodiather's anxiety for your safcty;
and he iz also interosted to lcornm what
progress you have made since you have
been at Greyfriars. This is very kind
of your cousin, Cholmondeley.”

“Yos, sir, if vou say so, sir!” said
Tattors submissively, “I dezsay you
know better’n me, sic”

“You will see the necessity, therefore,
of remaining within gates this after-
noon, Cholmondeley.  Mr. Backstraw
will, I understand, travel by ear, so I
cannot tell you exactly when he will
arrive. You may go, Cholmondeley.”

“Yes, sir,” said Tatters.

He left the studf' and returned to lus
friends, his usually cheery face some-
what lugubrious in expression.

“Nuffin' doin' " said Tatters. “XAw
blooming cousin’s coming to see me
thiz arternoon—that Mister Rackstraw
what T told wou shout—and I pgot lo
stick in, So that's ihat, old coveyzi®

And “that” haing *“that,” Harrey
Wharton & Co. wheeled oub their
machines and started for Lantham.

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
The Man in Lantham Chasa !
ik ALLO, halle, halliot”
H lated Bob Cherry.
“My estoomed Bob——"
“Haven't vou seen that

grow

ejacu-

merchant bofore " asked DBob, with athe tinker and Tatters,

jerk of his hoad towards a young man
strolling under the trees in the path
thmug"‘ﬁ Lantham Chase.

It wae a good ride from Greyiriars to
Lantham——ten miles by the reads. But
several miles were cut off by lanes and
hg'-wu:;s and bridle-paths that the
chums of the Remove were well
acquainted with,

ey madse pood speed; and, in fact,
they had httle time to cut to waste if
they were to arrive on the Lantham
Famblers' ground for the kick-off.

Lantham Chase was a wide track of
woodland at a short distance from the
market town. Much of it was enclosed ;
but in other parts thera were foot-
patha and bridle-paths. A bridle-
Faih that the juniors knew saved them
1alf a mile, and they came glong in o
cheery bunch under the leafless hranches
that arched overhead: but slowed sud-
denly whem, to their surprise, they saw
a small car ahead of them.

It was rather a moot point whether
erelists wore allowed to uze the bridle
paths in Lantham Chase., On that Scriui
the chums of the Bemove gave them-
selves the behefit of the doubt. But
there was no doubt at all that motor
ecars were barred on the poths, It was
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g;.lif:l} gsurprising to see & car parked
ere.

It was only a small car; one of those
uzeful littls ecars that cover the roads
like bluebottles.

Btill, it was 8 car; and & car cer-
tainly had no right to be standing on
& bridle-path in the heart of the wood-
land. Bmall as the car was, it almost
filled the grassy path, and the ecyclists
could only pass it singly, and with care,
syuecczing between the car and brambles.
So thay strung out in line to take the
narrow passage, and ﬁust as they were
about to ride through Bob Cherry sighted
the. young man strolling under the
trees, and evidently recoguised him.

E“]iE{nnw the chapi” asked Johnny
1ails

“Secn him,” answered Bob. *"Don’t
von remember that day in the hols
when Tatters' grandfather came along
inn his whackine ecar, looking for
Tatters 7 That merchant was with him.”

“] know  him now,”  assented
Whurton. .

The voung man was Jooking awny
from the jumiors, and he did not seom
to have |J'|E?.Ird the hieveles on the
grassy palh. They had 2 view of his
rofile, and they all konew him now.
'hey remembered the day when old Sir
Ceorge Cholmondeley had spoken to
them on the road in Burrey, when the
old gontleman had been in search of
Thiz young

7

man had been with Sir George, and
they knew that he was Mr. C}:,-r':gl Re'.&-
straw, grandson of the old baronet, and
cousin of Tatters,

, Apparently Mr, hacestiow was wait-
ing for someone as he strolled by his car
in Lantham Chasze, for he was staring
about him, though not in the direction
of the juniors, and biting his lip as if
with impatience.

As Tatters had told the chums that
Mr. Rackstraw was coming to Grey-
friars that afternoon, they wero not sur-
prised to see him in the neighbour-
hood. But it was rather surprising to
se¢ him in Lanthem Chase, loitering
about by his halted ear. Appar&nﬂy
Mr. Rackstraw had other business in
Keot, as well as making a call on his
cousin at the school.

The }:,'ngmg man appeared to become
suddenly aware of the approach of the
eyolists,. He tarned his head quickly
and starcd at them, and then stepped
out of the way to let them pass.

His glance passed over themm care-
lessly and without recognition. ‘The
juniors remembedred him=they know
the handsome, rather dissipated-lookin
face of Mr, Cyril Rackstraw quite welﬁ
They had scen him only once, on the
oceasion of that chance meeting in
Surrey in the holidays; but they had
had a good look at him, Moreover,

there was a family resemblance to
Tatters in his ln':m:lnll:ai.:Ir

But Mr, Rackstraw, no doubt, had
ggtd wo special attention to the school-

ys on the occasion of that meeting
wecks ago in Burrey.

ir George, at that time, had been in
gearch of Tinker Wilson, He had stopped
the chums of the Remove to inquire
if they had seen the tinker, and he had
probably made the same inguiry cf
dozens of other people, if not scorcs,

Mr. Rackstraw could hardly have
noticed or remembered all of them.

It was clear that he did not remem-
ber Harry Wharton & Co., for after o
carcless stare he stepped oubt of their
wai'l', moving round the car.

‘Phe juniors rode on.

Except that they had secn Mr, Rack-
straw  with Sir Geoge on that one
pecasion, they did not know him, and
even on thot occasion they had not
spoken to him. As he was the cousin of
Tatters of the Remove, they would have
greeted him in passing, had he recop-
nised them, but it wos evident that he
did not. :

o they rode on their way, and in a
few moments Mr. Rackstraw and his
car were oub of sight behind them.

“Tatters would have met his jolly old
cousin, 1f he'd have been with us, after
allt” remarked Hob Cherry.

“1 wonder what he's doing here,”
said Johnny Bull. “If he's come np
from Hampshirve, he wouldn't pass Lan-
tham on his way to Greviriars”

“Looked as if he was walting for
somehodx.”

“Tiropped mm at the Lantham races.
perhaps,” said Johnny Buil. “He looks
that sort.”

“He oughtn’t to have brought the cur
along the bridie-path,” said Nugent.
HEtll, I'm not sure that we ought to
have brought these bikes. “ Hallo, look
ont—there’s somebody on the path.”

The cyclizts slowed down again as a
pedestrian appeared on the path ahead
ol them.

He was a roughly-dressed man, with
a hat pulled low over his brows, coming
up the grassy path with rapid strides.

Bob Cherry sounded his bell, and the
men stared up at the cyelists. He was
in the middle of the path, but he did
not step aside. He cams on vn the
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widdle of the path, leaving the riders
fo Lrush by the brambles on either side
of him, Evidently ke was not of un
cblizing nature,

Harvy Wharton glanced at him in
passing.  Something  fomilineg  struck
Bbim about the burly, slouching figure,
Bat the man's face, halb-hidden by a
ek, stubbly beard, was unfasmibiar.
But the junior could not help noticing
that the cyes, sharp and ghnting under
beetling brows, gicomed at him as he
passed with an  expression that was
extremely haostile,

The Groyfriars fellows rode round the
man, and pedalled on their way, Harry
Wharton, glancing back, saw that the
burly man had stopped, and was star-
ing ufter them.

hao saw Wharton looking *back,
however, he swung round, and tramped
gn hiz way, and disappeared.

“I've scen that mcrchant before,™
said Harry, _

“Un-

“Boma tramp,’” said Nugent,
civil beast,™

“1 believe he knows us,” said Harry.
His brow was theughtiul as he rode
on. "I wonder——"

“Samo heve,” said Dob.
jolly like—""

“The tinker!” said Harry.

Well, I suppose 1t can’t be Tinker
Wilson,” said Bob, “PBut it struck me
for a moment that he looked like him.
But if he’s the tinker, he's grown a
h%‘vheurd since we saw him last,™

harton slowed down.

“1 wonder——" he repcated.

“0Oh, come om” seid Johnny DBull.
“Only some blessed tramp! We don'’t
want to be late at Lantham.”

“If it's the tinker he's grown that
beard to alier his looks,” said Harry.
“Tho Courtfield police are looking for
him, and they’ve got his description.”™

“Well, it's not likely,” said Nugent,
“*and even 1f it's the tinker, he can’t be
after ‘Tatters now; we're sight miles
from Greyfriars here.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

_ “Well, I suppose_there’s nothing in
it," he agreed. *“He looked like the
tinker, though, and I'm suve he know
us, the way -he glared. Let’s get on.”

And the IM'amous I'ive put on speed,
and eamo out into the Lantham road
and whizzed on to the town,

Wharton was in o thoughtful moeod,
however, He could not feel sure, but
he had a strong impression that the
bearded man in Lantham Chase was
Tinker Wilson, ond if tho tinker was
anywhere necar Greyfriavs it meant
d ur‘tu Tatters,

The juniors rode into Lantham, and
put uwp their machines. They joined
the crowd pouring inte the Ramblers
ground, in time to scc the kick-off. And
in the keen interest of watching =
League game, they soon forpot other
matters.

“"HHe was

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
An 0ld Acquaintance !

ARNE of the Sixth, coming in at
thﬂHgates of Crevirines, seowled.
I

] s eyes glinted 2t a junior
in the gateway.

Tatters of the Remove was there,
watching the road. He was logkin
for the arrival of his cousin, Mr. l.".“-’yrﬁ
Rackstraw,

Tatters, ns a maticr of fact, was not
much interosted in Mr. Rackstraw. He
knew, more by instinet than anything
else, that MMr. Rackstraw liked lum
very little, if at all,

Why the young man should dislike
him Trtters did net know; but during
the days he had spent at Cholmondaley
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C'faslli!e, he bad not been left in doubt
oI 1.

The change in the tinker’s boy’s ecir-
cumstanees had been great since his
grandfather had found him and re-
claimed him; even yet Tattors was not
used fo it, and almost expected to wake
up some morning and find himself still
& tinker's boy, tramping the roads with
Tmtknr Wilson, and wheeling the band-
cart,

I'rom his grandfather, much asz the
old baronet hed done for him, Tatters
had not received much in the way of
affection,

He had only a dim knowledge of his
own history; but he was oware that
his father had been cut off by the
imperious old gentleman for some sort
of dizobedience, and had died poor and
neglected, utterly disregared by the old
baronct.

Whi; Bir George had taken so much
trouble to trace out the boy left by
that neglocted son had puesled "Tatters
at first, but he had learned since what
1t meant. .

5o long as Sir George's elder sons had

lived, he apparently not given a
thought to the younger son whom he
had turned off end discarded, and who
had gone to the bad and died in
poverty.

But accidents had robbed Sir George
of his gzons, and thoy had left no heirs
ta carry on his nome. The only Chol-
mondeley remaining in the direct line
was the boy left by that wretched voung
man who had died the associate of
tramps on the road.

For that reason, the old baronet had
had & search instituted for his grand-
son; though many years had passed
before Totters was at last traced and
found, :

It was family pride, the desire to
have the title and estate carried on by
a Cholmondeley, that had been the
proud old man's motive; affection, or a
sense of duty to his kin, bad had nothing
o do with it

Tatters had soon realized that, and it
had chilled him. He had never even
konown his own namo till ho was found
and reclaimed; but he had often
thought and longed for the unknown
relations he knew he must possess some-
where. And he had been prepared ito
bestow all his pent-up effection on his
grandfather; but he had zcon found
that Bir George did not want it, or even
understand it,

All the old man wanted of Tatters
was that he should cast off the slough
of the tinker and become a creditable
heir to the name of Cholmondeley.

Rebuffed by his grandfather, Tatters
would have turned gladly to his couzin
but from Cyril Rackstraw he receiv
only a deep and bitter dislike. Tatters
was too inexperienced to realise the
cauze; he did not understand what a

differcnce his home-coming meant to
Rackstraw.

The bargnetey could only fass to a
Cholmondeley, but the great estate and
large fortune could and wonld have

assod to Bir George's other grendson
wd Tatters never ﬁen found.

All Cyril Rackstraw’s prospeets had
been ruined by the return of the heir
of the Cholmondeleys, In his eyos the
Linker’s boy was an interloper, cne wha
had rebbed him of his inheritance,

Without knowing the cowse, Tatters
had felt the dislike and enmity. Chel-
mondeley Castle was an  1mmen:ze
change after tramping the roads with
the tinker:; but Tatters had been far
from. happy there. And it had been
sheer joy to him to fnd, at Greyfriars,
the fellows who had befriended him
when he was a tinker's bor, and who
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were cordially prepared to weleome him
as & Greyiriars man,

This afterncon Tatters missed his
friends sorely. Most of the Hemove
wera ont of gates, as well as the
Famous Five. Tatters wandered ahout
by himself for some time, and at last
wentk down to the gates to wateh for
Rackstraw. He anticipated no pleasure
whatever from his consin’s visit, but it
was something to relieve the monotony,
at lenst.

20 ho leaned on o buttress at the
Eﬂ.t&ﬁ, and watched the road for Mr,

aclkstraw's car, not in & cheerful mood.
He wos standing there when Carne of
the Bixth came in and scowled at him.

Carne, evidently, bhad not forgottcn
the incident of the foothall on the
Remove stairease, or his handling 1n
Study No. 1.  Carne, too, was a good
deal of a snob, and he was one of the
Greyfriars men whe regarded it as alto-
gether too “thick * for a grubby little
seoundrel of a tinker's boy to be
admitted to the school—a little brute,
as Carne remarked to Loder and
Walker, who couldn’t speak the King's
English, and had been seen to eat with
his knife in Hall on his first day at
Greyiriars,

Carne asked his friends in the Sixth
what the dooce Greyfriars was comin
to. And Loder and Walker had agre
that it was frightfully thick, As old Sir
George was a governor of the school,
perhaps the Head had not had much
choice in the matter. Still, it was
undoubtedly very thick.

“What are you hanging about hers
for, Rags?" snapped Carne, coming to
a halt, and staring at the new junior.

Tatters detached himeelf from the
butiress.

“I aw't doipg no ‘arm, sir! he
murmbled,
Carne's lip curled. A little brute whe

dropped hiz h's, and addressed a Bizth
Form man as “sir,” was a precious sort
of fellow for Greyiriars |

“Well, don’t mooch about the gale-
way I” snapped Carne. “You'renota
credit to the school to put yourself on

view,™
“I'm waiting for Mr. Rackstraw,” he
explained.  “That's my cousin, sir

He's coming this arternoon.”

“Wait for him in the House, then !

“Orlright,” said Tatters,

And he went in. It was sheer perse-
cution, but the orders of a Bixth Form
prefect had to be obayed.

Carne scowled after him. He would
have been glad of a pretext to give the
junior lines, or & licking; but Tatters'
prompt chedience left him no excuse,

Thers was the buzz of & ecar on the
road, and it slowed down at the school
gates, Carne glanced round at it. If
this was Tatters’ cousin, he was rather
curious to see him. He wondered what
sort of a blighter the tinker's cousin
would ba.

It was & =mall, dark hlue car that was
turning in at the gates. It was driven
by a young man with a rather handzome
face, and Carne started as he looked at
him, and waved his hand in greeting.
Mr. Rackstraw glanced at him in return,
and smiled. Evidently they were
acqueinted.

Rackstraw drew the car to a halt out-
zide Gosling's lodge, and ste;:-pad down,

“Yeou here?” he said. ‘T did not
know you belonged to Groyfriars.”

He shook hands with Carne, and they
walked on to the House together,

“Yes, I'm in the 3ixth hera " said
Carne.  “What are you doing here,
Rackstraw ! Relation here "

“Yes; o young cousin in the Lower
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Fourth,” said Rackstraw, with an invol-
untary curl of the lip as he spoke.

Carne started. Taiters had mentioned
the name of Rackstraw, and he realised
that this must be Tatters’ cousin.

“My only hat!” he ejaculated, *Is
that :It:id Cholmondeley a relation of
vouras? My oniy hat ™

Rackstraw coloured.

“Not my fault—my misfortune!” he
said sourly. “I suppose you've noticed
him here®*

“¥es, rather!” grinned Carne. “1
fancy all Greyfriars has given him some
notice. We're not wused to tinker's
boys.”

“Has the young ass told that story all
over the school ¥ said Rackstraw. ™ He
was told to keep it a secret.”

“ It ecoms thet there are fellows here,
in his own Forniy, who met him some-
where when he was a tinker,” said
Carne. “It was the talk of the school
at the beginning of term.”

“Y pupposo so, if it came out. I sup-
pose the kid's @ sort of outcast here—
sent to Coventry by the rest.”

“Not at all. He scems to heve made
a lot of friends in his Form.”

Dackstraw shrugged his shoulders,

“Money talks ! he said eynically, 1
forgot that. Tinker or no tinker, he's a
Cholmondeley, with one of the biggest
fortunes in England coming to him some
day. I dave say he's found friends.”

“Well, as a matter of fact, his {riends
aren’t that sort,” said Cerne. “They're
checky little scoundrcls; but from what
I've heard, they befriended the kid when
he was a Linker, and they've taken him
up here. As you're his cousin, I won't
tell you what T think of hun.”

Rackstraw laugzhed.

“You ncedn't mind,” he answered.
“T dare say you can guess how proud I
am of & tinker for & cousin™

*Yebt you've come here to see hin 17

“ Grandisther’s orders ! said Rack-
gtraw sourly. “I'mm to sce how the
probby little zeoundrel is getting on, and
report progress. Dwoes bhe sill drop lus
I's and cat with kis knife?"

Carne grinned.  Hlis own dislike of
Tattors was sfrong: but it was evi-
gently as moounlight unto sunlight, as

waber unto wine, comparcd with BMr.
Cvril Rackstraw's.

“I suppose you're not frightiully
anxious to see him in a hurcy ¥ he re-
natrked., “Come intoc my study and
stnoke & ciparette”

Lackstraw raised his eyebrows.

“TIs that allowed here!?”

“MNot ab all,” answered Carne coolly.
“TBut I suppose Groylriars isn't the only
school where Sixth Form men do what
izn't allowed.”

Backstraw lavghed, and walked into
the IMouse with Carne, and to the Sixth-
TFormer's study. He dropped inlo an
armehate, and Carne produced a box of
cigarcltes; taking the precaution, how-
ever, to turn the key in the lock before
he diud so. Carnc took another chair,
and they lighted cigareties,
_Rackstraw leancd  back,
Carne curiousty,

“1I had no idea you were a Greylriars
man,” he said. " ¥You never mentioned
it when I made your acquaintance at
the Playful Pelican. T suppose you
wore on holiday when you hzunted the
nigit elubs?™

" Exactly, You don't want to meution
tho Playful Pelican here,” added Carne,
with o grin. "Of course, & man does as
he likes in the vae. But a lot ia ex-
peoted of a prefect. The Head wouldn't
expect his prefectz to enter & show like
ithe Pelicun, even in the holidays; in
fact, he would be shocked to hear that T
had ever heard of such a place.”

0k, quite!” said Reclkstraw, "1
haven't Torgotten my own schooldays.™

“We have to toe the line here, of
counrse,” said Carno.

Rackstraly nodded. ) ]

“It's a jolly old mutual surprise,” said
Carne. "I rather wondered what
Cholmondeley's cousin would be like. I

staring al

Bob Cherry jammed on his
brakes 8 moment too late, and
went crashing into a small
car that was halted in the
shadowy path [

rathor e¢xpected to see somo ranle out-
sider like himsclf —execuse me! Never
dreamed that T knew you”

“You don't like the kid #*

“Wo.”  Carne grinned again, "1
supposo it was rather a shock to you
when & eousin of that sort turned up.
But does it make any differencoe to you,
apart from the disgrace 1

“Only a difference of fifty thousand a
year in prospect ! said Rackstraw, be-
tween his teeth.

“Oh, my only hat!” Carne pgasped.
“You must love him, then I

The expression on Cyril Rackstraw’s
face for o mormoent showed just how
much he loved his mew-found cousin.
Carne was rather startled by thot look,
Bt it ppesed in o moment.

“You sce, my respected prandfather is
keen on the name, and thoe [amily,”
drawled Rackstraw., *I'm his prandson
as much as that outsider is; but I
happen to be a Rachkstraw, and can't
carry on the title or the jolly eld namo!
The old fool is still livin' in the Dark
Ages, and doesn’t even suspect that all
that sort of thinp is playved out these
days. He would rather have a Chol-
mondeley out of Dorstal than leave his
cstate to a Rackstraw, if he could help
it. Dut for that, he wouldn't touch this
little brute with a pair of tongs. Thoe
young scoundrel would have died a
tinker if the old fool's elder son hadn't
broken his neck in thoe hunting-held.
Bat that left only this kid—and he hadd
to bo [ound.”

“The old ass!™ said Carne.

There was a tap at the study door.

“0Oh, my hat!”" ejaculated Carne.
“Who's there?"

“It's me!"” came the voice of Tatfers,

Trae Macxer Livnany.—Ne. 1,195



10

“Your precious cousin,” said Carne.
“ 1 suppose he knows you’ve come.™

Rackstraw rose to his fect,

“T'd better see him. Il seo vou
again another fime, Carne. I'm jolly
glad to have met you here,” Ile crushed
the cigarette tlild};r his foot, * Let the
little brute in.*

Carne abolished his own cigarciie, un-
locked the door, and opened it. Tatters,
in the passage, glunced rather timidly
into the study.

“I 'ope 1 ain't intorrupting, Cousin
Cyril,” he said. *“Dut I thought you
wanted to see me, 20 I came to tell
,}‘ﬂ'u"_”

“Quite right,” said Rackstraw. “I
was just asking Corne where I could
find you."” e sheok hands with his
¢ousin, with an appearance of cordiality
that made Carne stare.

With o nod to Carne, Rackstraw left

the study and walked away with
1'attors. Carne of the Sixth starved
after thom.

“My hat I he said.
And Carng shut the door amain and
lighted another cigarette.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !
ATTERS felt relicved.
There was, in fact, a cheery
emile on his face as he walked
_in the quadrangle with his
cousin, Cyril Rackstraw.

He had been far from locking forward
to the visit. He had, indced, wished
that this cousin, who certainly did not
like him, had not beon coming to tho
school at all. To his surprise, he found
that Mr. Rackstraw was in a very
agrecable moaod.

Reackstraw looked in at his study in
the Remove passage, sat in tho arm-
chair, and talked to him pleasantly. He
asked Tatters many questions about his
life at Greyfriars and about the friends
he had made in his Form. — Tatters
talked willingly; among other things he
related the episodo of Carne and the
foatball.

Mr. Rackstraw accepted a cup of tea
and & bun in the study, and was g0 ve
agreeable that Tatters began to ﬂtir:l)('
that he had been mistaken and that his
ﬁ?ﬂsm, after all, did not really dislike

im.

Then they walked in the quad,
Tatters fecling quite pleased to show
off a handsome, well-dressed relative
like Mr. Rackstraw.

Hackstraw, on his side, had to admit
to himself that, so far as looks went,
Arthur Cecil Chelmondeley was a con-
nection not to be ashamed of. He was
as nice-looking a junior as any at Grey-
friars—so long 85 he did not open his
mouth, as Mr. Rackstraw sourly re-
flected. And cven in his speech, im-
pﬂrfecl: as it was, Tattors showed an
improvement gsince Rackstraw had last
scen him.

Frobably, disliking the boy as he did,
Rackstraw would have been glad to find
him unimproved, an outeast in  his
school, displaying low tastes and low
habits. That would have justified his
dislike. But he had to admit that, con-
sidering his early training, there was a
sreat deal of credit due to his Grey-
FLiLTS COUsin.

Mr. Rackstraw waz specially in-
terested In Tatters’ story of how the
tinker had reeaptured him, and how
Mr. Quelch had zaved him from the
hands of the ruffian.  They strolled
down to the gates while Tatters was
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speaking and stopped by Rackstraw's
car, which was still standing near the
porter's lodge. Rackstraw indieaied the
car with a nod.

“1 had an idea that vou'd like a run
out of gates,” he remarked. “You'd
like to come in the car for a couple of
hours or so. I've got the time.”

T'atters beamaed.

“Wouldn't I just!” he said. “You
see, the blokes I'm friendly with has
gone over to Lantham for the football
mateh, and I'm all on my own till they
come back. But I'm gated, Cousin
Cyril.™”

“What have you been doing, you
young sweep ¥’ asked Rackstraw, with
o smile.

“0h, I ain’t been doing nothing ™
said Tatters. * Only the 'Ead's told me
to stieck in the school, 'cause of that
bloke Wilson. Soo?™

“I see., Butb vou would be safe with
me. I've no donbt vour Form master
would give peormission for you to come
out with me in the ecar,” smiled Rack-
straw, "“I'll ask him if you like.”

“I say, that would be prime!” said
Tatters.

Tatters was beginning to [eel that he
liked My, Rackstraw.

They walked back to the House, and
Mr. Rackstraw culled on Mr. Quelch in
his study. Tatters waited for him at
the door. The young man rejoined him
in a few minutes, with 2 nod and a
smile.

Mr. Quelch, of course, had scen no
objection to Tatters g‘nin; for a motor
run with his cousin, There was no
reazon why the boy should not go out,
so long as he was under adegquate pro-
teetion.  Mr. Quelch, indeed, hod ex-
pressed  himself ag  pleased by the
suggestion, and added that, in his
opinion, it was very kind of Mr.
Rackstraw,

*All right?” asked Tatters eagerly.

“Yes. Come onl”

With & bright and cheery face
Tatters trotted down to the cor with his
COUSIN.

Billy Bunter spotted them in the quad
and rolled after fhem.

“1 sy, Cholmondeley, old fellow,

“Oh, you
Tatters.

“The fact is, old chap, il you've got
room for a fellow——"

“This ‘ere car am't a
answered Tatters cheerfully.

“0Oh, really, Cholmondeley——"

Rackstraw looked round at Bunter.
There was a quite unpleasant expression
on his face.

“Fricnd of yours, Arthur?” he asked
curtly.

“0Oh, no,” said Talters;
Remove bloke [

“Well, cut off ! said Rackstraw lo
the Owl of the Hemove.

Tatters did not want Bunter’s com-
pany on that drive, and it =ecwmed
rather plain that DMr. Rackstraw quite
abjected to it,

Bunter blinked at
blinked at Tatters.

“Look here, Cholmondeley, if »ou
don't want my company——"

“You've "it it I” assented Tatters. 1
d!}ﬂTt 1#

“On second thoughts, I should hardle
care to be seen with you,” remarked
Buntor., “I'm mo snob, I hope, but I
draw the line at tinkers ™

“You silly fat'ead ! =a1d Tattors.

Billy Bunter rolled away with a dis-
dainful sniff. Tatters got into the car,
and Hackstraw started the engine.
Hazeldene of the Remove came in as

(L]

'ook it, DBunter ™ szaid

lorry I

“jest  a

him; then he
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the engine buzzed, ond he paused to
look.

“Hallo, Tatters ! Going for a drive ™
he asked.

“Yesz," said Tatters.  “Room for
another bloke if yvou'd like to come.
You wouldn't mind, Cousin Cyril:™

“What-ho !" said Hazel, and he made
a stop towards the car.

Either Mr. Rackstraw did not hear
or he did not heed., The car shot out
of the gateway, leaving Hazel standing
and staring.

“'Ere, Cousin Cyril—"
strated Tattors,

Rackstraw glanced at him; but his
foot was on the accclerator, and the
little car was fairly whizzing down the
road,

““ What 7 he asked.

“I thought we might take that covey
for a drive,” said Tatters. **He's been
rather decent to me.”

“Th? Who?” Rackstraw looked
round. “Borry, kid; I was busy with
the engine. But the fact 1z I'd rather
not have any fellow along; I want to
talk to you, you know, Bir George will
expeet a long account when I get back.”

“Oh, orlright ! said Tatters. * Joest
as yvou like! I sawv, we're getting along,
Cousin Cyial. This 'ere is prime 1V

The car turnced out of the Courtfield
road into a lane that led towards the
high-road to Lanthani. At a good dis-
tance from the schonl Rackstraw
moderated hizs speed a hittle. Possibly
he had wanted to aveid any chance of
having to pick up schoolboy friends of
his cousin.

“This 'ere is Seven Elms way,” re-
marked Tatters, lookimg out of the
window. “That's the medder over
vonder, Couosin Cyril, where I was
ketched by that brute Tinker Wilson
last week.”

BRackstraw glanced carelessly towards
the meadow,

“"The polica never got thabt rascally
tinker 7 he remarked.

“MNot yet,” said Tatters. “1 fancy
he's cleared right off. Still, T shouldn’t
be surprised to sce him agin some day.
Hc's got it in for me, that tinker has.
And, according to what he said when he
had me, there's another bloke that put
him up to it—"

remaon-

¥

“What? Who1"
“That I don’t knew,” answered
Tatters. * But when Wilson had me in

the cottage he told mo a bloke was
coming in a car to take me sway—bloke
he called the *guv'ner.” 1 told AMr
GQuelch, and the police-inspector, too;
but they never got the tinker, and so
they nover had a chance of finding ocut
who the other man was. ™

Rackstraw’s eyes scemed to narrow to
pin-]pninta as he looked at his cousin;
hiz lips were set hard,

* And vou've no ides who the *other
man " was?" he asked.

“No fear!” said Tatters. *'1 could
‘ardly believe there was any bloke who
had it in for me like the tinker said.
Only, vou see, it's pretty clear that

there was somebody behind it. But whe
he is and what's his game I ain't the
fointest  idea. dessay hava

knowed if they'd got me away, likn
they was going to. Dut Mr, Quelch
stopped that.”

The car ran on, -Tabtters chatting
cheerily, Rackstraw saving little. Thow
were whizzing along the Lantham road
now, on the borders of Lantham Chase,
Raeckstraw slowed and turned into an
apening of the trees,

“Oh my eval said Tatlers, “This
‘ore 1z a bridle-path, Cyril; cars ain't
allowed along ‘ere.’

(Continued on poge 12.)
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it ¥ This ia a question which comes to me this weok

from a Bury reader, and it is, T think, an interesting

one. It was inspirod by en incident in & recont game
between Bury and Reading. Apparently the roferes had an ides
that eertain. things had happencd which should not heppen,
and he ordered ene of the Reading plavers off the field.

The Bury players—obvioualy very real sports thess fallowa—
urged the referec Lo change his decision snd to allow the Reading
player to continue in the game, Posaibly alzo the Bury players
§gvu an explanation of the incident to the referce which put &

ifferent complexion on it. Anyway, the referee did change
hig decision, and allowod the player to continue.

Without poing into the morits of this particular eass, I must
ﬂﬂg that I have ﬂ.lwu?'s a eortain armount of admiration for a
referes who, noting that lhie hag made o mistake in giving a

articular docizion, has the courage to changs it. It sometimes
\Appens, 'E:l];:I' way of examplo, that a referee gives a player off-
zside and then suddenly discovers that there was & defender
near to goal whom he had not nsticed at the time the decision
was given.

SHUELE a referee change his decision once he has given

In such circumstonces the referee should cer-
tainly change hiz decision and ecknowledge
Fis mistalze by throwing the ball down.

I have nover yet been present st a foothall match when a
refores has got into trouble because he has changed s decision
which was obviously wrong. The watchers of football realise that
a rcierce im but human, and consequently liable to make s
mistake because he can't ses everything all the time,

On the other hand it i2 not geod for a referss to make a habit
of changing hia decision, as actually that is the same 83 admitting
that he s making a lot of mistakes, A type of referea I do not
like is the one who consults & hinesman after giving a decision
over on incidont which has happened much nearer to the
referes than to tho linesman. The linesmen are there to help
the reieree ; to assist him at times over things which the referee
himself has not seen. The linesmen are definitely not thers
morely to confirrn the dedisionas of the reforce econcerning
meidents of which the head official has a clear vigion,

There ie ona point sbout thie chenping of decisions which
should be borne in mind.

Onee the game has been restarted the deciston of
the wreforee must stand.

Buppose & goal has been gcored, and allowed, and the ball
kicked off from the centre of the field. Afterwards a linesman
saya to the referes that the scorer was offside. 'The roieres
cannot then change his desision,

which was certainly o new one. BShould & player be

sllowed to foul & member of his own side ¥ When I

first got that question I did some hard thinking,
becauze I could not imagine cir¢umstances under which any
footballer would foul & member of his own side during the
course of a match.

But the pcader who reisod the question said that he had ro-
cently seen thiz done, and the circumstances were somewhat
unugual, A penalty kick was awarded & particular team, and
a player of that team took the kick. In taking it he senb the
ball apaingt the cross-bar, whence it came back in the dircction
of the kicker, That player was praparing to have another shot
at the ball when another member of his own side rushed up,
pushed him in the back and right off the ball, and took the
second kick at the ball himself,

HERE‘% another little problem which reaches me, and

Hurry up, you Tooter Tans, fire In
vour guerles]l " Old Ref ' |8 never happier
than when ha's dealing with problema of
interast to Soccer anthusiasts.

This second player realised thot if the first
plager had plaged the ball again when i come
back from the oross-bBar he would have becen

penalised for plaging the baoll tfwice. So the
second plaper dozhed uwp and aclually fouled
Rig colleague.

In such eircumstances the referee could do nothing. If cne
player, in the interssta of his team thinks it necessary to bowl
over a momber of his own gide, then the afiair is merely between
the two players, and is no concern at all of the referce,

In rogard to the particular incident as I hoave had it described
to me 1 should like to pat the second player on the back for a
bit of really quick thinking. Obwiously he knew the rules, and
had the brain to apply them smartly. That was why, by a
delibarate foul oo a colloague, he preventad him from brealking
the rule, As o matter of fzct, that moteh was getually won
by the goal scored when the second plaver pushed the original
takor of the ponalty kick out of the way and scored himself.

big football matches playod, contain, for thosa who

read between the lines, stories of renl tragedy. Practi-

cally every Saturday during the season wvou will soe
in the newspapers that go-and-zo ** put through his own goal.”
A full-back, making an atternpt to clear, seces the ball spin
off his foot and past his own goallicoper. Yes, there” are
oceasions for tears, and I remnémber some tragic cases connected
with biz Cup-ties.

Tom Parker, the present captain of tho Arsenal, then plaving
for Sonthampton, had one such tragic moment, in the somi-
final for the Cup againat Sheflield United in 19025, Ho turned »
centre from an opponent past his own goalkecper, and later
in the game, when his side was awarded a penalty kick, Parker
took it and failed to scora.

In a big Cup-tie aguainst Aston Tilla Tom
Clay, #he full-igek of Tollenhaom Holspuer,
scored the only goal of the game. Alos ! ik wns a
goul scoved aguinst his ouwn side— quile cecideni-
ally, of course.

E?ERY wool: the newspapers which give details of the

These tragedies come in the lile of oven the best footballers,
but if by such a mistake the match is lost, the player finds it
difficult to forgive himaself. I happen to know that after the
patticular game to which I have referred, Clay, as he was taking
off his clothes in the dressing.room, was so npset that he declared
he would never kick a football again as long as he lived. Ha
didn’t carry out his threat, of course, but the making of it shows
how the unfortunaste incident had got on his nerves,

E aosinat hizs own side, but I have my own ¢ods about thia
gort of thing which, 1 believe, ia fair.

Suppose a hard shot is sont in towards the goalkeeper, and by
a desperote oifort ke peta lis hands to the ball but 13 unable to
prevent it from going into the not, I should never agree that this
wad an occasion when a poalkeepor had scored against his own
side, even though hs was the last player to touch the ball.
Or if a full-back, making a last offort to clear a dilficult situation,
just touched tho ball but only helped it into the net, I should
not say thot he had scored against his own side.

When the ball is not going inlo the net, however, and a
defonder kicks it past his own poalkeoper, then I think it is
right that he shoubd be debited with scoring againat his own side”

In all the other coses the ployer who malics the shot should be
credited with the goal.
* OL.Ix REF.*
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FIND that there is considerable difference of opinion as lo
when a player should be °' debited "' with scering & pool



2
“ TATTERS ” OF THE REMOVE!

(Continued from page 10.)

Rackstraw smiled.

“It's o short eut,” he said. “There’s
a lot of traflic on the road outside
Lantham; it's market day. We shall
get through here in a fow minutes™

“We pgoing round by Lapthami®”
azhed Tatters.

“Oh, yesl®

“That's whers my friends are, this
arternoon,”  said Tatters, *‘secing a
football mmateh. T dessay it's over by
this time, though.”

The car ran swiftly on by the grassy
path. Ilalf a mile from the road, in
the most solitary part of tho bridle-
path, Rackstraw drew to a halt. His
eves turned on Tatters for a mowent,
with a strange ghitier in thom.

“What are we stopping for?” asked
Tatters.

“That confounded engine ! muttercd
Racksiraw.

He dropped from the car and opened
the bonnet, .

. Tatters sot  walching
tinkered with the engine. .

The early winter dusk was settling on
Lantham Chase. Under the thick, old
paks and beeches that walled in the
path it was already dack, 2o

Apparently the engine was giving
serious trouble. Ainute followed mwminute
and  Rackstraw was
st1ll tinkering with it

him as he

“Topping ! said Harry Wharton.

“The topfulness was terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the buzzfulness off is the proper
caper now, my estesmoed chums, or we
shall be late for absurd calling-over,
and the execrable Quelech wall be
infuriated.*

“We shall have to put it on,” nssented
Bob. *'Quelchy gave us leave to come
over to Lantham, but he will expect
us back for roll. And it gets dark
carly, so bucle up, my beloved ‘earers.”

The juniors hurried teo reclaim their
machines, mounted, aod rode out of
Lantham,

It was not yet lighting-up time,
though it wasz likely to be belore they
reached Greyfriars.

The Temove master was faking roll
that evening, and they did not want
to be late. For one thing, it meant
lincs; for apother, 1t might cause
Queleh to refuse to give them leave
out of bounds on another occasion, So
they made their best speed.

‘They turncd from the road into the
bridie-path thru'e.t%']'t Lantham Chase, in
a merry bunch, a!l going strong.

It was deeply shadowy under the trees,
and, as a matter of fact, the juniors
would have been well advised nolb to
cover the ground so quickly in that
particalar spot. But with calling-over
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The juniors stared at the car. It was
deeply dusky under the trees, but the
car could be seen plainly enough, now
that they were close to it.

It was the littla dark blue car they
had geen beiore, with Mr. Cyril Rack-
straw standing beside it.

It was hardly 4o be supposed that
Mr. Rockstraw bad been on that epot
zll the time they had been at Lantham
wakching the League mateh, especially
a3 he was suppmcfg to be visiting Grey-
friars that afternoon. But 1t was
undoubtedly his ear.

A point of erimson loomed in the
shadows. It was the burning end of &
cigar. A [zure loomed up in the gloom.

“What the dooce—" exclaimed a

volce,
_Dim as it was under the frees, the
Jupiors recognised the man they had
zeen with the car that afterncon, Cyeil
Rackstraw. [Ile stared at them angrily,
taking the cigay from his mouth,

“You silly ass!™ hooted Ilob Cherry.

Bob forgot for the moment that the
man was Tatters' cousin. e was in-
tensely exasperated by the crocking of
lhiis jigger.

“What's ihat*" snapped Rackstraw.

“What the thump do you mean by
blocking up the path with & cart”
bawled Bob. " Why couldn't you put
vour lizhts on 1f you wanted to park
vour car on i bridle-path¥"

Rackstraw’s

cyos
glinted at him. He

Tatters sat and waited.
Rackstraw glanced at

—— : e
ANNUALS, PENKNIVES and POCHET WALLETS |

did not lmow  the
juniors, and was not
aware that they were

him at Tast.
*I'm  afraid we're
stopped for a bit,” he

offered for Snappy Storyettes and Greylriars

Limerncks,

Greyfviars (ellows, and
he evidently had no
| politenesz to woste on

said.  “I stall have to i thiem,.
o '?’:::?- “iﬂ“cgﬁﬂ Ect All efforts to be sent to: c¢fo MAGNET, | . ”l“ful'ﬂu 1:13111?11::3 young
; . fpol! iz snapped.
i,;reihch lerfiegﬁ a bit, © 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.). “Whyv tha th unpéjc r
=, 1y . - ¥ % r
on't go far awa: Don't miss this opportunity of winning something useful. don’t wou look where

T1! call you when the

vou are going?  You

car's ready to go on.”

might have damaged

“Right-ho!” said
Tatters cheerfully.

He stepped from the car and strolled
along the dusky path.

For several minutes ho strolled up
and down the path whistling, while
Rackstraw continued 10 tinker with the
engine. )

‘The thought of possilie dangeor did
not cross the juntor’'s mind for a
HIOTReNL.

He was nmot & dozen »ards from the
halted car, when there was u sedden
rustle in the brushwood beside lom.
Tatters turned his head towards ir,
and had an instant’s glimpse of a davk,
boarded fzce and two small, close.zet
ceves that glinted at hum in the shadoews,
The next moment, a clenched fst struck
him down, and he fell headlong in the
EFass.

One ery left Tatter's lips as he fell.

If it reached the ears of the man
Ly the car he did not heed it. A moment
more and Tatters was dragged into the
traes, ;

He made ne resistance, uttered no
sound ; that eruel blow on the tﬂmpie
had stunned him, and Tatters lay like
a log on the shoulder of Tinker Wilson
a8 tﬁ& ruffian bore him away into the
wood,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
More Haste Less Speed !

tige OLLY good game!” said Bob
Cherry, as the chums of tho
Remove eame out with the
streaning erowd from the Rain-
blers’ ground at Lantham.
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at the school in their minds, they were
in haste.

11 %Jl'ﬂ\‘cci. to be a case of more haste
and less zpeed.

“Halle, halle, halle! yelled Bob
Clieryy  suddenly, jamming on  his
brakes; but he jammed them too laie,

Crash !

“Oh, thamp!”

Hob was in the lead, and he had
crashed into a darlk blue car that wos
hulted in the shadowy path. His com-
vadez behind him braked in time, and
stopped, though & couple of them
sprawled with thelr machines.

Bolr had braked too laie to prevent
n colliston, but fortunately io time {o
prevent a scrions smash.

But the smash was serious enough.
Bob was not hurt, save for a bum
on the grassy path as he fell, but his
front wheel was badly buckled.

Robert Cherry scrambled to his feet
red with wrath, his chums clattering
and elanging to a halt round him.

“Whar silly idiot’s parked a ear here
withont lights? roared Bob at the top
of his veice. *The silly ass! The
howling chump I™

“Gently does it, old bean!” gasped
Wharton,

“The frumptiows fathead!’ bawled
Beob., "My jigger's crocked now!
What silly, burbling chump—-=°

“My esteemed Bob !’ murmured the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Why, if it 1sn't that same dashed
car we passcd this afternoon!” ex-
claimed Bob. My only hatl"

my carl!™

“Blow your silly
car!” roarcd Beob, “You've jolly well
damaged wy bike, blocking up the path
like an idiot 2

“Berve yon wight, you young fool !
snapped Rackstraw, * You might have
knocked anybedy down, coming along
the path at that rate.”

“Well, that's =0,” said Harry
Wharton. *“We're in rather a burry.
But vou ought not to have a car on
this path at all.”

“I szhould jolly
hooted DBob,

“1 think bicveles are net allowed on
a bridle-path, either,” said Rackstraw.
“Anyvhow, veu should look where you
are going. Your own fault entirely.”

“You might have put your lights on,
at least,” said INugent.

“It's not llght1n§-1xp time yet,” ans-
wered Rackstraw, “and 1 didn’t notice
any lightz on your bicyecles,”

*Well, it's no pood talking, enyhow,”
srunted Johnny DBull,  © How's Four
yizger, Bob ¥ .

“Crocked [ prowled Bob. “And it's
the fault of that silly ass forblocking
up the path with a car.”

“¥ou are an impudent ymmimsml e
snid Racksiraw, and with that he turned
away and strolled up the path.

“The silly chump!” hissed Bob,
e had dragged up his bieycle and
was examining it with wrathful eyes.
“Look at it! The jolly old wheel—
buckled out of shape—I can’t ride it
again.”

Hﬂh ﬂ-r“{ﬂ !H- . )

“Far gmgneaa’ sake, knock 1t into
shape somehow,” said Harry. '"We're
eight mailes from home, and miles from

well think not!"
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a rajlwarv station. If
we have to walk
back—"

“You needn't

walk 1™ prunted Bob.
*T shall haye to—Dbut

verg fellows can geb
off as soon as yon
like ™

“Tathead I"  sald
ille captain of the
Remove. “8ink ot
swim together. If

vou walk, we walk.”
E “The walkfulness i;
the proper caper i
the esteemed  Bohb

proceeds legfully,”
remarked Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh.
Bob Cherry
grinned,
“Well, I shall have
to  procecd  legfully,

old  black nub,’”™ he
said,  “In fact, the
legfulpess will be ter-
rific, not to say pre-
pesterous,™

“1s the blessed jig-
gor really crocked 7
asked Frank Nuegent.

“Look at 1f, [at-
lead !

The juniors logked
at the machine. That
it was hopelossly
crocked admitted of
no doubt, no possible

Lable shacdow  of . . e
531:; Lnﬂ ]Mpct;‘;rsih:]]u “* Tinker Wilson ! ** gasped Harry Wharton,
cdoubt whatever., The
front wheel was as the ruiflan.

much like & con- L

certina as a wheel, By punching it and
twisting it, Bob induced it to go round
to the extent of making it possible to
wheel the bike aloug, But riding the
wenching wns  obviously out of the

griezkion. .
“Well, it ean’t be helped,” said
Harry. “After all, we were rathor fat-

Lirads to buzs olong like that on a dark
patl, Might have run into that chap
nstead of his cor—"

“1 jolly weil wish we had " growled
Bob., “I'd rather have damaged bim
than my bike,"”

“Well, we've got to welk, and the
sooner the quicker. We shall be fright-
fully late for call-over, anyhow.”

be

“Tho osteemed Quelchy will
terrifically  infuriated,” remarked the
Nabob of Bhanipur. “ Buck up, my
worthy chums, A stitch in time saves
the cracked pitcher from a bird in the
bush, as the English proverb says.”

Boh Cherry  chuckled, his  good
hutnour a little restored by the English
proverb. Thore was, as Wharton said,
no help for it; Bob Cherry had to walk
and wheeled his bike; and the other fel-
lows did not think for a moment of
lr-u':in.g him to it. With the ]J‘J_:!.I:]mu:s
I'ive, it was always & maxim to sink or
swim togothor,

“Comne on !™ suid Harry.

“Look here, you men, no need for
vou to get into a row with Quelehy,
ian.” said DBeb, * You buzz pll-—"

“ IRata [¥

“I'ho ratfalness is terrific.™

“ Pt it on,™ said Jobhnny Butl, and
the juniovs procceded on foot, to the
necompaniment of 5 more or  loss
musteal elinking end clanking from the
cenckod machine.

They passed the car, and the shadows
figngs of Mr. Rackstraw, and the
erimson end of his cicar. Tramping ot
¢ mood rate, they wheeled on under the
dusky trees.

_ “What the thump is that man hang-
ing about here for with his blessed
car ™ prowled Bob. “He can’t have
been here all the arternoon, surely.™

“Not if he called o Tatters ot the
school,” =aid Harry. " He must have
comme back heore after going to  the
school, I suppose. Ele zeems to have
talken a fancy to Lantham Chase.”

“The silly ass! I wish I'd punched
his nose now.”

“IFathead | Punching his nose won’i
mend' your bike. Desides, as a mntter
of fact, wo were very nearly as much to
blame as he was.”

“Oh, rats!”

“Anyhow, as he's Tatters’ cousin, we

didn’t want & row with him,” said
Nugent, “It's jolly queer, his glicking

in the wood like this with his dashed
car; but 1 suppose he knows bhis own
business best, Look here, we may pgot
a lift when we get on the road. Theore's
romebimes Farmers’ carts poing  homoe
fromn Lantham to Courtheld on marvlket
cay.™

“Qood ! said Bob, brightening up,
“If I conld get o lift with Lhis crock,
van fellows could ride, and we mizght
et baek in tioe for roll aficor _al]-” :

And the juniors tramped on with their
maclines, and exme out at last into the
open road—with keen eyes open for n
cark. 1t was probuble that many emply
earts would be leaving Lantham alter
the market was closed; and o lift was
alwavs to be had for a small tip.

“Hallg, halle, halla! We'lre in loelc !
exclaime:] Bob., They wheeled oot of
the  hridle path,  and  pushed  BHhe
machines along the rownd booderving the
wood ; and enly a foew minotes luier, o
cart puiled out of an opening of the
shadowy wonod abead of them.

The clesle was deop by thiz timo; Tt
I!Ewg; made out the |"1;;|r|i'r|;_-, of & minn drive
ing the horse; and the cart hebind him,
as far as they could see, waos cinpby.
And the juniors, in the hope of getting

i3

~ Jyltit”
“ Collar the rotter 1"

Heedless of the lashing
whip he hung on to the horse’s head, while bis chums clambered on to the cart {o grapple with

a lilt for Dol and his crocked jigger
hurricd on at a8 run, and queckly over-
took the cart.

“Hold on, my man!” ealled out

Hurry Wharton, peering up in the
shadows at a bearded foce under o
pulled-down  hat.  “If yon're going

}_:..‘Furl;ﬁuld way, will you give one of us a
it ¥

“1 ain't going Courtlicld way, and I
ain't giving nobody a life,"” answered &
surly voiee, “Get out of the way 1Y

Harry Wharton jumped almost clear
of the ground. 1\'131]1 ho knew that surly,
insolent voiee. The man who was driv-
ing the cart was Tinker Wilson.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Capiure of the Tinker |

i INKER WILSON I
E IHarry Wharton gasped outb
tho natae.
“Tho
Boly Cherry.

“TPle csteemed and excerable tinker 1"

All the Famous Five knew the man at
anco.  Amazed as they wore by the nn-
cxpeated encounter, they had no doubl—
they koew thal the man in the carl was
Pinker Wilsen, the rulfianly cnemy of
Taticors.

There was a sharp, angry oath from
the man in the cavt, e stared savagely
down at the juniors, In the thick do
hie eenhd not recognise thenr; but doubt:
lesz he kunew their voices, and guessed
wheo they were, The whip was in his
vight hand, and be raised it and <lashed
at Wharton., as the ecaptain of the
Remove prabbed at the horse’s head.

“Blop lmm " Wharton was shouling,
when the lash of the whip came across
his shoulders, and ho gave a vell of
pain.

[H‘

tinker exclalined

{Cantinued on mige 16.)
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(Continued from poge 13.)
“Collar him '™ roared Bolb,
“Bag him "

Thore wuas only one thought in e
minds of the Fammous Wive, as soon as
they knew that they bad come on the
tinker, and that was to colliar him. The
ruffisn who had dogged peor Tatters,
who had Lkidnapped him on the day of
the paper<chase, who was the ruthless
conemy of the boy he had ill-used, was
wanted by the police. And his coming
back to & neighbouwrhood where the
police were looking for him, could have
only on¢ explanation—he was there to
work further hamn to Tatters.  And the
Famous Five meant to collar the ruffian
while they had the unexpected chance.

¥ harton hung on to tho horse's head,
heedles: of tho lashing whip. Tinker

Wilszon lashed savagely at him, and at

the horse, striving to drive the animal

io a gailop. 1t was a light, two-wheeled
cart he was dreiving, and the horse was

a powerbul antmal. With utler reckless-

niess of the damage he might do, the

htﬁi::er lashed 1‘:::!1!!5 him with the heavy
whip.

Dut he had to deal with determined
fellows, and the odds were amainst him,
Five bicvcles were allowed to run
whither they would, ss the Greyfriars
fcllows piled at the cart,

Bob Cherry clambered up one side,
Johany Dull up the other. Frank
Nugent and Ilurree Bingh clambered
over the tallboard.  Wharton hung
grimly on to the horse’s head, dragge
along by the animal as it strove to get
gog undey the tinker's lushes.

Dragged, and shaken, and bruised,
and scored by the whip, Wharton hung
o, with grim resolution.  Aond  the
tinker had to ccase lashing at the horse,
as four juniors serambled info the eart.

With a fierco ocath Tinker Wilsen
shortened his arm, and struck at Bob
with the butt of the whip. Dob eaught
the Dlow en his arm, but it sent him
!D]‘.I]'.:i]ﬂﬁ off the cart, and he bumpod
1 tie road.

But at the same moment, Johnny
Buil waz up on the other side; and as
the tinker turncd from Bolb, Johonv's
clenched fist came dashing into fhe
seowling, bearded face.  Johnny Bull
put all his strength into that drive, and
the tinker gasped and recled sideways,
The reins dropped from his hand, over
the heaving hack of the horse. Dut the
whip was in Iis right, and he aimed a
furious Llow with it at Jobuny DBull's
Licad.

But a paiv of dusky hands grazped lis
eollanr from bohind, and he was deajeeed
back, and the blow missed Jolnny Buoll,

Spitting aut furions words, the yflian
struggled. and siecceeded in pitehing oot
of the eart the juniors elinging to Lim
wnd serambling down into the road.

They sprawled together, strupgling:
and Bob Cherry piled in, {four pairs of
hands now clutehing at the struggling
tinker.

The horse, maddened by the whip and

Tune Maexer Linnane.—No. 1,198

o8 Dack to help bis chums,

the uproar, was trying to belt; and
Linrry Wharton had all his work ¢ut out
to hold him. He had te leave tho
tinker to his ecomrades, Bul they were
quite suflicient to handle Tinker Wilson,
sinewy as he was.

Wharron succeoded in drvagging the
horse to a holt at last, and ficd the reins
ta o fence at the roadside. Then he ran

They harvdly needad hiz belp, Tinker

g5 Wilsan, sprawling m the road, wus still

shrugiritng, but the four jeniors held
b tast,  He was on his back now, and

w Johnny Bull's kece was planted on his

clanat.
A stream of lurid words came in gasp-
e tones from the tinker., He stropgled
frantically. He wus thinking now only
of escape; only of getting loose from
grasping hands, and bolting into the
falling darkness. Dut there was ne
escape tor him.,

"xol him " panted Wharton.

“We've got the brate!”™ gasped Bob
Cherry.

“¥esz, rathor

The tinker still strugeled, and Whar-
ton lent his aid o secure the ruffian,
All the juniors had received damages
in the fierce struggle, though they did
not heed them in the cxcitement. But
the tinker was certainly getling the
lion’s shire of the damages.

“ Chuck it, vou rotter I panted Bob.

E”

“We've got yvou, you silly ass! Chuek
it, 1 tell you!”
The tinker still cursed and sirug-

gled.  Bob Cherry grasped his ears,
and banged his head on the road.
“ Now, then, you silly ass—"
There was an cae-splittiog yell from
tho tinker,

Bang !
“Oogoooh! Btow it [ howled Tinker
Wilson, *1 give in! Ow ™

: And the ruffian’s struggles ceased at
ast,

“Hold him!” panted Wharton.
“¥We've got the brute now ! Ilold him
while I get something to tie his paws |

“Duck up, old bean !”

Wharton tore off the tinker's mufflor,
The ruflian’s hands were dragged to-
gether, and the mofller bound tightly
about his wrists, ‘Then Wilson was
allowed te stagger to his fect. Hisz
hands were secure, and he was helpless
to rencw the struggle; but the juniors
held him, in case of an attompt to bolt.
The tinker panted breathlessly,

Bob Cherry grinned as he picked up
a beard from the road, and held it up.
It had Become detached from the tin-
ker's stubbly chin in the strugple.

Even in the deep dusk it was casy
to recognise the well-known brutal face,
uow Lhat the disguize was removed.

“Oh, what a little bit of luck!™
chorticd Bob. “ Fancy dropping oo the
jolly old tinker like this!"

“The Juckfulness is ternific 1™

“It's the man we passed in Lantham
Chiaso this afternoon,” said Harry, 1
fancted 1 knew hnn, even in his now
beard.  He secems to have bagped a
hovse and cart from somewhers sinea
thon—-stolen, most likely.”

* More likely be'd got it ready for
poor old 'Larrers,” soid Johnny DBoll
“He got "atters awoy last tiwe in his
finker's hand-cart. And I dare say this
jolly old cart was meant for T'atiers.™

“Alost  Likely,”  agrecd  Wharlon.
“He's a good step from the school here.
And Tatiers 15 gared.  Bog there's no
doulbs that the brute wias here alier old
Tutters, all the same.”

Mo doubt at alll gt e will be ot
of haem’s way for zome tirme to cono
now,” chinckled Dob, ™ Lucks, aflcr ali,
that 1 erocked my bike on that car in
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Lantham Chase. Il we hadn’t been
walling, we shiouldn’t have got in touch
with tlus beauty.”

“We've pot him now.”

“ What-ho "

‘The juniers were breathless, bruised,
and bumped. But they were foceling ex-
tremely pleased with themselves and
things generally. Tinker Wilson was o
dangerous claracter, wanted by the
police. But that was not all. Once he
was zafe under lock and key Tatters
would be secure from him, and that was
the econsideration that weighed most
with the juniors,

“ Look ‘ere, voung gents,” pasped the
tinker, “I ain't doing any ‘arm ‘ers !
ain't arler Tatters, and you can lay to
thint, You let & bleke go.™

“ Lileely I chuckled Nugent.

“The likeliness is not terrifie, my
csicctned  and  dispusting tinker [”
chortled Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Burn wy body aud boots! I tell
}'E["'—”

“ That's enough, you raseal I snapped
Wharion, *¥You were here after Tat-
ters, that's cevtuin, You couldn’t let
the poor kid alone, you brute! You're
going to the police siation now.”

“We'll shove him in the cart with
my Jigger,” said Bob., “I'Hl drive, and
you fellows can bike. We shall be lato
for roll, but I fancy Quelchy will pat
us on the back when he hears about this.
Come on ™

In the grasp of the juniors Tinker
Wilson was marched along to the halted
cart. DBob serambled into the cart., In
one corncr of it was a heap of sacking,
apparently the enly thing that the eact
containcd.

“Ilallo! Jalle! Hallo!* gelled
DBab.
“ What—"

“There's something here—gomething
alive !” pasped Bob, staring at the heap
of sacking. It was heaving, as if some
animal underncath was struggling to

f.:it'rj. loose, “Ile's got a dog or some-
thing here—stolen, I suppose. I'll jolly
soon see !

Bob dragged the heap of sacking
aside. Then he gave a yell of utter
amazemeni,

“Tatters 1™

————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Rescue !

ATTERS blinked wp at Dob
E Cherry.

Ho did not speak; he could

not. A gag was {astened in his
mouth. His arms were sccured fo his
sides, with @ rope wound round and
rourtd him and knoited, and his legs
were fastened in the samoe way. He
had long since recovered consciousness,
but he was unable to move a fAnger,
All he ecould do was te wrigele spas-
modically under the sacking that hid

hiim from sight.

I3ob stared bt him like o fellow ina
dream.

The white, hareard face stering up
at him fromn the hoftom of the cart
was <im in Lhe dosk, bui Bob know
it it onee. '

““Uoktprs 1"

“aVhat 1 roared Wharton.

“%kkers " babbled  Baob.
Lhere ! Fhat beuts had got latina !
hirn here! MHe's here! Look 7

"My only Lat!”

“Talters "

“Tutters, old man 1

ol drepped on his kuees beside the
prizoner. e whipped out his pockot.
knife and opencd i, and cut through
tlie cord that [ustened the gag in the

“Ile's
Laot
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mouth. ‘Tatters

boy's gasped and
spoﬁzttmud.

“Tatters, old man!t Tatters, old
bean ! gasped Bob., “ How the thump
did ho get you? I thought you were
sofe at the school. Half a tick, and
I'll have you loose i

The knife sawed through the ropes.

“Oh, bust my buttons!” gasped Tat-
tera. **Oh, I say, this "ere is prime, you
blokes! Oh, my 'at! Ain't 1 glad to
soe vou coveys—just [V

“The gladfulness of our esicomed
selves 1s tecrifie, my ridiculous Tatters '™

“Bimply terrific Y chuckled Bob,

Tatters sat up, his ropes in fragmenis
round him. Ife grinned at the amazed
juniors. Harry Wharton & Co. stared
ut Tatbters az if they could searcely be-
licve the evidence of their eyes.

That the tinker was in the vicinity to
make another atteinpt to get hold of
Tatiers they had had no doubt. But
that he had succeeded in gelting hold
of him they had wever dreamed for a
mement. Not for 2 moment had it
crossod their minds that he was not still
safe at Greyirviars Behool.

“This 15 like a blessed dream [ said
Nugent., “How on earth did you get
here, Tattors i

“That brute ecollared mme 1n  the
wood,” said Tatters, passing a hand
over an aching bruise on his femple.
“He knocked' me silly, and got me.
was jest sont to sleep, I was, and when
I woke up I was tied up like this ‘ere,
with my mwonih bunged up, and he was
puiting me in this "cve cart. He had
the cart all ready in the wood, the
brute [

“ Buk what the thump were you doinge
in the wood 1" excluimed Havey Whae-
ton. “You're supposed to be gpated ot
the sehool™

* Breaking boundsz, you young ass ™
askod Johnny Bull,

“No fear I” said Tatters
I went for « motor drive
Cousin Cyrl 1™

" Great pip i

Harey Wharton & Co. fairly ],Zum it
Taiters' Cousin Cyril was less than hali
a wmile wway where the juniors had left
hitn, strolling round, the halted eav on
fhe bridle-path, smoking his cigar, 1
Tattors kad been with Mr, Rackstraw,
it was more mnazing than ever to find
i an the hands of Tinker Wilson,

Y You were with Mr, Rockstraw 77 ex-
elaimed Harey.

“Yes. Ho took me for a drivel”

“But Mr. Rackstraw didn't lot that
scoundrvel bag youo, surely ¥ exelartmed
Bob Cherry blankly.

"It wasn't his faulf,” said Tatters,
“YVou see, there was trouble with the
blooming engine, and Cyril had to sce
to if, and I got out of the car and
strolled about while he was a-doing of
it. Then the tinker jumped or me all
af a sudden, sund knocked me silly, and
got me.”

ha juniors stared at Tatfers, and at
onc anather,

“ You eouldn’t have been far from Mr,
Rackstraw,” said Ilarry.

“MNo; but it was getting dusky, you
gee, He couldn’t have seen me, or, of
course, he'd have come-—2

“ Didn’t you eall out "

“1 helieve I give one yelp,” said Tat-
ters, “Dut I ecan't be sure. ¥ou see,
the tinker knocked me out to keep me
auiet, the beast ¥

Harry Wharton & Co. exchangod
glances. That Mr, Rackstraw had been
caveless with the boy who was in his
charge was obvious.  DBut more than
that leaped intp the minds of the
juniors. They knew—what Tatters did
not know—that Rackstraw had been in

“Yeou see,
with my

the wood early in the afterncon before
he went to Greyfriars—at the very time
when the tinker had passed them on the
bridle-psth. They knew that Rackstraw

was oven now idling on the bridle-path
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smoking a cigar, while Totfers was in
tho handa of his old encmy. Why was
he not searching for Latters?

“1'Il bet Cousin Cyril 13 in an awful
way new,” went on Latlers, unconscious
of what was passing through the minds
of the juniprs. “le never sce the
tinker get ‘old of me, of course; but
what’ll he think about me disappearing
like that? I s'pose he's hunting for mo
through the woods, or p'r'aps goue to
the police. Ie'll be fair worrited [

*My bat! murmored Wharton,

That Rackstraw was not hunting
through Lantham Chasze, that he had
not gone to the police, the juniors
knew. He had taken the boy out for
a molor run, knowing that ko was in
danger of kidnapping,

At least half an hour ago, probably
longer ago than that, Tatters had disap-
pearcd in the wood, and Rackstraw had
taken no alavma—was making no effort
to find him—waz 1dling on the bridle-

puth as if nothing  bad happened.
What did 1t mwean? What could is
mean ¥

Hob Cherry whiztled softly.

“Ia'pose we got to got to thoe schoal,”
went on Tatters, “But I wish wo could
see Cousin Cyril fivst; hLe must be
awiul weorrifed !

The juniors know exactly how much
Mr. Rackstraw was ““worrited,” as
Tattors expressed it.

“Well, we've got to pet this brute 1o
the stution,” sand Mavey., “Ar. Dack-
straw will keep, eld scont.  Stick the
beute in the eavt, you men!™

Tinker Wilson, in sullen silenee, was
dragged into the cart.  Some of the
rope that had been cut from Tatters
wils knotted aboot hiz wristz and ankles,
to make sure of him. The juniors were
runmng ue risks of losing thoir prizoner,

“Well, ithe Dlooming tables are
furned now, and no error!' grinned
Tatters. " Your turn now, Tinker !

A savage scowl was the tinkev's only
Answer.

“That =coundrel wasn't alone in
this,"  suid  Ilarry Wharion quictly.
“WWe knew :||'||.'t_"||t]_1" that thero Wils S0TIC.
hody else belind it—somcbody who's
rol i down on Patters,™

“And I fanev I guess who it is now,”
murmured Dob,

It leoks like 0! Wharton looked
hard at the sullen tinker.  ** Wilson,
vou raseal, bow did vou know Tatters
would he 1 Lantham Chase this
afternoon ¥7°

"TFind out " grunted the tinker.

“Wasz it lixeel up for vou to collar
him there?  YWus he broueht there on
purpose £

*IFind out !

“The police will get it ont of the
broto I sald Nugent.  "JTa will talk
fask enongh whon Lo goes for {vial 17

The tinker grinned dovisively,

“WWobl yen gpobt agin me?" he jcered.
“This “ere ain't Eldnappmg! I pot
arter Tatters "canse he was my boy, and
I run away. I was jest going to make
him a tinker's boy agin! You can't geb
g bloke more’n six months for {liat!”

“That's a lie!” sard Harry. “You
wore put up to it by somebody else.
You admitted that to ‘Tatters last time
vou had him."”

“Jest my  talle,” =aid the tinker.
“There ain't nobody else; and if thero
was, think I'd give him away ¥ 1 shan't
be in the stone jug mwore'n six months
over thiz Tere job, and I shall want a
friend when I come out. ¥Yon ain't
getting nothing out of me, and you
can Jav to that!” .

“ywell, T dare sav the rascal will ho
shown up without your h-ﬂlp." _5“-“1
Harry. “I've got a pretty clear iden.
anyhow.”
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“Took 'era, sir!” exclaimed Tatters,
with wide-open eyes. “You don't
mean—-—" ]

He stared at tho captain of the
Romove. .

“Never mind now, Tatters,” said
Harry, “Lot's get on; we've gob to
vet this brato to a safe place!”

Bob had lifted his bike into the cart.
Hao sat in the driver's seat and took tho
reins. Tatters sat beside him. The
lamps were lighted now; the winter
darkness was thick, I

Four juniors mounted their bicycles
and rode after the cart ss DBob drove
on the horse. Tinker Wilson, lying on
the secking in the cart, consoled him-
self with muttered oaths, DBob kept the
horse at o aicleng:,- trot, the cyelists keep-
ing pace behind.

1t wos & long distance to Courtfield;
lmt the juniors arrived there at last.
They halted outside tho police station;
where Tinker Wilson was handed over
to an astonished Inspector Grimes.

Harry Wharton & Co. wero glad
cnough to sce tho ruffian safe in the
hands of the police at last. .

Then Bob Cherry’s crocked machine
was left at a cycle-shop for repair, and
a couple of machines were borrowed for
Bob and Tatters. The six  juniors
pedalled away for Greyfriars—rather
wondering what sort of a reception they
would get from Mr, Quelch. They
were not only late for call-over; but it
wes now e¢losa on bed-lime for the
Remove. ]

Tt was emeedmgIly probable that by
thia time, Mr. Quelch was in a royal
wax. Buk the Famous Five did not fecl
very uncnsy; they had a peace-offering,
as 1t were, in tho shape of the rescued
Tatters.

——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Wax !

UZZZZ ! .
B e, Quelch almost jumped te

the telephone.
There was np doubt that the
Remove master was in & royal wax,
Put he was feeling as anxious as he was

AEECY.

gi:g members of hizs Form had failed
to answer to their names at eall-over,
I'hat was very unusual; and it had
hrought a grim frown to the brow of
Henry Samuel Quelch.

Chalmondeley, of course, should have
roturned from his motor drive in time
for roll-call. Still, as he was with his
cotsin—Mr.  Rackstraw—Mre, Queleh
did not fesl anxious about him, only
annoyed. He was still more annoyed
by the abseneg of the Famous Five,

Thosa cheery youths had been given
lcave to ride over to Lantham to sce
the football mateh there; but certainly
had not been given leave from call-over.
AMre. Queleh intended to give them a
hundred lines cach when they came in.
When a whole hour had elupsed and
they had nob appeared, ho decided on
twoe hundred linea.

But the lapse of another hour
Lanished impositions from Mr. Quelclys
mind. Impozitions would not mect the
Case,

e sclected a stout cane, and laid it
on his ztudy table 1n readiness for the
delinquents.  And still they did net
COTNE.

At nine o'clock Mr. Queleh’s wrath
was tinetured by anxiety. Tt really
seomed that somo accident must have
happencd to the five Romovites; it was
searcely possible to account for their
confinted absence othorwise,
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_ The absenco of Tatters was less &.!u;m-
ing, a3 he was in the care of a relative,
and probably some breakdown of the
engine on & lonely road mccounted for
the delay. 8till, Mr. Quelch could not
feel easy in his mind.

It was a relicf to him when the {ele-
phone bell rang. Doubtless it was a
eall from Mr. Rackstraw to explain
why he bad not returned with Chaol-
mondeley. Mo Quelch grabbed the
receiver from the hooks.

“ Hallo ™

“Is that Mr. Quelchi”

“Mr. Quelch speaking! Who—"

“Rackstraw! I'm speaking from
Lantham. Ias Acthur retur to the
sehool I

Mr. Quelch almost dropped the
receiver,

“What?" he barked.

“Hasz my Cousin Arthur—Arthur

Cholmondeley—returned io the school i
“Certainly not [
“Good gad!™

“What do you mean, Mr, Rack-
straw " exclaimed the Remove
master, “I fail to wvoderstund Fou.

Cholmondeley left the school in your
car—in your charge-—you are respol-
sible for him! What can you meant?
I cannot believe that, knowing all the
eireumstances, you frusted the boy out
of your gight!"

“No, no! Bat——"

“Is Cholmondeley with you nowi"
ulmost shricked Mr. Quelch.

“Unfortunately, he iz not—"

“Where is hef”

1 cannot say.”

“Upon my word! Mr. Rackstraw,
do you know what wou are sayving?
You are aware, from what has hap-
pened before, and from what I toud
vou, that the boy is in danger from
kidnappers. He was gated by the Head
for that very reason. I trusted him in
your care! Wow you tell me—=""

&r. Queleh almost choked.

“Please listen fo me, sir! I cannot
understand the boy's actions at all
I was hung up on a path in Lanthamn
Chase by engine irouble.  Arthur
alighted from the car to walk about
while I was attending to myv engine. [
told kim very strictly net to go out of
my sight.”

“Well¥" rasped Mr. Quelch,

“1 was busy with the engine for some
little time. YWhen 1t was ready I
called to Arthur, supposing him to be
close at hand. To my surprizo—my
consternation—he did not answer. I
looked for him, but he was gone.”

“Gone !"

“IHe must have walked awav, for
what reason I cannot imarine. I spent
a considerable time searching for him
and milingi to him;:; but T could see
nothing of him, and T had to give it up
al. last. Why he should have acted as
e did I cannot guess, buk he left me
with the car and cleared off. If he has
vod relurned to Groyfrines 5

“He hns not.”

“Then I greatly fear, sie, that some
mischanee may have happened to him.
Why tho foolish boy wandered away I
cannot understand "

“He was in yvour charge, 3Mr, Back-
straw ' larked the Remove mastoer.
“You should have seen that he did not
wandor away.”

“1 feel that, str: as von mav Imagine
I am very mueh distressed. But I had,
of course. not the fainfest idea that the
bor would be so reckless—so foolish—
as to wander away from me while T was
attending to the cngine——"

“And why, sir. have vou [eft it till
this late hour before commumicating
with me?” rapped 3r. Quelek,

“I have been searching for the bov,
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sic. I have been scarching and inguir-
ing in every direction. IFinally, I went
to the police station at Lantham to get
the hEF of the lice. They have
rendered every possible assistance; but
the boy has not been found, 1 have
rung you up now, sir, in the hope that
he might possibly have returned to the
school, inexplicable as lhis  conduct
seetmng—"

“He bazs not returned.”

*¥ou have no news of him, sir?”

“ None | was  puzzled by his
absence; but until this moment I had

no dﬁ-ubt- that he was safe in your
CATE,
“I blame myself, Bblr. Quelch—I

blame myself severelv. But 1 never
dreamed that the boy would be so
foolish as to wander away—"'

“Neither ecan I understand it 1™
rapped Mr. Queleh. " Cholmondeley i3
no fool—iar from it-—and he has a very
wholesome dread of the ruflion who
seized him last week, I caonot doubt
that that ruffian, Wilson, must bave
seen him with you and taken the
opportunity—--"

‘E}%Em man could scu.rccl;r be still in
the neighbourhood, sir—'

“* Cholmondeley's disappearance, Mr.
Euackstraw, hints very strongly that the
villain was in the peighbourhood and
watching for an opportunity ! Bless my

soul!  You have seom nothing of the
man "

“Unfortunately, I do not know him
by sight, Mr. Quelch. I can hardly
believe, however——"

“1 have no doubt of it, sir!" rasped
the Remove master, “Why should
Cholmondeler lenve vou of his own

accord, knowing the
It iz unimaginable.”

* Arthur mentioned to me, sir, that
some fricnds of hiz were in Lantham to-
day at a foolbal]l match. ¥ thought that
possibly he had gone toe join them—
poesibly returned to the school with
them——="

*“Ag it happens, those boys have not
returned,” satd BMr. Queich, It is
barely possible that Cholmondeley may
be with them, and that the whole party
have been delayed.”

“I will make further inquiries here,
sir, a3 to whether a party of schoolboys
havoe beoen seen. Then frmvill cOme on
to the school.”

“Very welll” barked Mr, Quelch.

He hung up the receiver.,

“Bless my soul!  Whet—what can
have  happened?  ejoculated BMr.
Quelch. Tﬁm Remove master paced his
stucdy with hurried stops.

He would bave had no doubt what-
ever that Tatters had fallen into the
hands of his old encmy, but for the
curious coincidence that Harry Wharton
& Co. were still absent., The Remov-
ites had been at Lantham: end it was
in Lantham Chase that Cholmondeley
had been lost. There was o possibility
that Tattors had joined his friends, and
in that caso he was safe: but the
absonce of the whole party was inex-

plicable.
Queleh

anger he was in?

Seldoin had Henry Samuel
been so deeply pr.‘.*rturhf.'d and distressed.
He did not know whether to be anxious
or angry; which was an unpleasant,
mixed state of mind for any Form
master to be in. But as he paced his
study, with worried brow sod whisking
gown, there was a sound of footsteps in
the passage outside,

Tap! Mr. Quelch’s eves tucned
cagerly to the door.
4L Gﬂme im !J.l'

The door opened and six Removites
presented themselves, My, Queleh fairly
gasped with relief at the sight of the
Famous Five and Tatters as they came
into the study,
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His first fecling
wog pure relief, But
it wasz swiftly fol-
lowed by wrath. Mr.
Quelch’s eyes glinted

at the party.

“Bo vou hava re-
turned " he thun-
dered.

“Wes, =it said
Harry. *“*Wa—"

“How dara wyour,
Wharton 1™

“ Wa—we—iya—"
“Fou have missed
calling over; vou
hava returned after
oine o'clock, and——""
“We—wa're sorry,
sir! DBut—"
“BPBend over that
chair 177 thundered
Mr. Queleh, “Yon
first, Wharton! Hach
of you will receive
six  strokes! DBend
over that chair ™
“0Oh, my hat!"
ejaculated Bob
Cherry involuntarily.

Undoubtedly Mr,
Quelch was in a
vayal wax, All his
anxiety been
transmuted into
anger, and his wrath
was terrific.  Obwi-
ously, he was not
in a mood to listen
1o explanations,

“ Do you hear me,
Wharton 1%

“¥es, sir!" gasped
Harry. “Bui‘.—-—ﬂﬂ

“Bond over that chair !™ hooted AMr.
Quelch,

“ B.bh-b-but, sir—"

“"BEND OVER ¥

Buzzzzzaz |

It was the telephone apain.

Mr. Quelch gave a I-:-urfrr snort as ho
threw the cane on the table and grabbed
up the receiver.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mr, Quelch !

. l NEPECTOR GRIMES speak-
1n "
“"Yos, yosl|" :
) “ From Clourtfield police
station—~"
" Yes, woesl”

“1 thought I would give you a ring,
siri in the circomstances—-—*

“Eh?”

“To congratulate you, sir, on the con-
duct of your boys——"

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Wharton and his friends——"

£ Ehl"lﬂl ]

* SBplondid young fellows, sir!” said
the inspector. “What? What?"”

Mr. Quelch gurgled.

“Of ecourse, the odds were on their
side; but the man was a hefty brute—
a dangerous character,” said Mr.
Grimes. Y Splendid  pluck, sir! I
have no doubt you are prouwd of your
bovys I

iasp from Mr. Caeleh.

Mo doubt the boys have now reached
the school, sir, and have scquainted you
with what they have done. Vory
creditable, sir—vory creditable indeed !
Thero iz no doubt about the man’s
identity. I thought I would assure you
on that point, IEb iz the same man”

Mr. Quelch could only gasp. What
tha Courtfield inspecior was driving at
was a mystery to him.

Wiik Carne hard on his heels Bob Che
Queich by the skin of his teeth. The

dashed out 1:1 a saa‘a, ayvolding a collision wlth Mr.
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riated Carne, however, was not so lucky. Crash !

iiﬂwl

Sorry, sir [ ** he gasped.

“1It's the man, sir—Tinker Wilson, as
he calls himsolf,” said the inspeoctor.
“Identificd beyond doubt. Fle will, of
course, come before the magisirates on
the charge of kidnappin and the
evidenco of the boys 'mﬁi then be
wanted. Fine young fellows, sir--very
phioky, what? Well woodmight, sir 1”

And the mmspector rang off. It was
evident that MMr. Grimes wag in & mond
of very considerable satisfaction, and for
some resson unknown to Mr. Queleh,
very ploased with Harry Wharton & Co,

Mr. Quelch turned from the telephone,
looking like a man in a dream, He
fired lus oyes on the group of juniors.

“Wharton!”  This time he did not
tell the captain of the Remove to bend
over. ""Wharton! Kindly tell me =t
once what has ocenrred!  Have you
been with Inspector Grimeoes 7

“Wao called at the police slation in
Courtficld, sir—"

“Yor what reason?”

;E‘q 'imnidhw{r:r Tinker Wilson, sie.”

Alr. Quelch jumped.

4 Wlt?t.‘j’ W{mt‘.?c""]i’ml—]mn mean fo
suy that that—that ruffian haxs follen
into your hands, and i3 pow under
grrest P

“Yes, sir”

“EBlesa my soul !

There was a long pause. The expros-
sion on Mr. Qucﬁ:h's august countens
pnce was rather extraovdinary. Harey
Wharton & Co., reassured now, waited
for him to speak. Thoy suppressod a
desire to :illiijﬂ. Their respected Form
master was ovidently rvcalising that he
had been a litile hasty.

“H'm!" said Mr. Quelch at last

Alr. Queleh was feeling rather glad
that Inspecior Grimes’ telephone call
had interrupted him. "Uhat teeling was
fully shared by the chums of the
Remove.,  The tnspector’s checyy call

had undoubtedly prevented & very pain-
ful apizode—for which Mr, Quelch
would probably have been sorry, and
tho e&umurs undoubtedly wery sorry

indo
“"Hm!™  repeated Mr., Queleh.
“Wharton, tell me what has ccourped !™
Mr. Queleh sat down—pushing the
cane away from him. Obviously the
cine was not going to be featured in
this seene, aliter all.

Wharton proceeded to give a full
account, his chums aiding him with &
fow romarks horo and  there. Mr.
Quelch listened guietly, All his wrath
had evaporated now.

His expression grew grim; but the

rimness was not on account of the
Jjuniors,  And he nodded with satisfac
tion when Wharton rolated how Tinker
Wilson had been handed over to the
police.

“My bovs,” he said at last, “Yon
acted somewhat reeklessly in dealing
with this rufian—but as it proves that
Cholmondeley was & prisener in the
cart, it wasz most fortunate—most for-
tunate indeed. You are, of course, ex-
cused for coming in so late—I realise
that you are not to blame. Of—of
course, I head no ides of all this when
¥ou camo an.” Mr. Guelch coughed.
" Inspector Grimes has said that you
havae acted very ereditably and I ean
only cndorse his words™
~ “Thank you, sir!”
JUTIOTSE,

“Cholmondeley, you must go to the
house-dame and she will do something
for that bruise on*your forchead., Tuk
1 must point out to you, my boy, that
you would never have incurred this
danger had you not foolizhly wandered
away from Mre, Rackstraw in  the
Wood=—"
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murmured the
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“0Ohb, air!” ejaculated Tutters. He
stared quite blankly at the Remove
m 2
“1 am afraid, Cholmondeley, that you
acted very thoughtlessly. You were
given leave to drive with Mr. Rack-
straw, on tho clearest possible under-
sfanding that vou remained with him
all the time you wers outside tho school
gakos,”

“But I did, sir!” gasped Tatters,

Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows.

“LThe man Wilson would never have
Ieen able to seize upon vou, my boy,
had you remained close by Me. Huci.—
straw while he was attending to the
oar. ™

“But I was close to him, sir!” ex-
claimed Tatters. I might ave been
dozen yards away, walkin' up and down
the path, sir—not more'n that, I was
lpllg careful not to go into the wood,

Bir.

“Take care what you say, Chol-
mondeley! Do you moan to tell me
serigusly that you were not more than
a dezen yards from Mr. Rackstraw
when you were seized TV

“Yes, zir, not more'n that.”

“You wers on the path, not in the
wood i

“Yes, sir.”

“It was not yet darki”

“Gettin' duosk, sir.”

“If what you state iz correct, Chol-
mondeley, how could you have becn
seized by Wilson without Mr. Rack-
straw observing it §74

“I been wondering myself, sir,” ans-
wered Tatters Efmli:l.‘i‘- “But I s'pose he
had his nese stuck in the cngine, sir,
and wasn't looking round.™

Mr. Quelch gove the junior a keen,
penetrating look., The chums of the
Removoe saw him st his lips.

“Did you not call aut, Cholmondeley,
when vou were strucki®

“1 believe I give one vell, sir,” szaid
Tattérs. “I'm sure I did—but I was
knocked silly, wou sce——"

“At 30 near a diztance the slightest
cry should havo reached Mr. Rack-
straw and given him the alarm.”

"I a'pose he was busy with the engine,
sir,” snid Tatters,

“] hardly wunderstend this, Chol-
mondeley. 1 think you must have wan-
dored farther than you think, Bir.
Rackstraw has telephoned me from Lan-
tham and his impression was that you
wandered away in the wood. You
have, of ecourse, caused him great
anxiety; he searched Lantham Chase
for you, before going to the polics at
Lantham, ™ i

“He searched Lantham Chase, sic?”
ejaculated Wharton.

“¥la haz said =0, Wharton! However,
I nced deal with this no further now,”
said My, Quelch. “You may go, my
hn:::;ra."

The juniers left tha stu But Harry
Wharton lingered at the door; and aiter
hesitating = moment. or twoe—under a
surprised stare from his Form mastor—
closed the door after his chums and
turned back towards Mr, Quelch.

“What is it, Whartoo?” asked the
Remove master. .

“There's something I think I'd betfer
toll you, sir,” said Harry. “I haven't
talked it over with my friends yet; but
I'm sure they've got the same thing
in their minds. igohelie.m Tatters—1
mean Cholmondeley—was irapped to-
day in Lantham Chase.”

“Trapped i repeated Mr. Quelch.

“I know it sounds man aw ult ng,
sir,” said Wharton, colouring, * But I
can't help thinking that Mr. Rackstraw
had & hand in it™ :

The Remove master started. His eyes

linted curiously at the captain of the

emove. And in that moment, it struck
Wharton that some vaguse susplelon was
Hoating in Mr. Quelch’s own mind.

*“This is a very cxtraordinary state-
ment, Wharton,” said Mr Queleh
gravely. “What prounds can you pos-
sibly have-—"

“That brute Wilson was on the spot,
gir! He had a horse and cart hidden in
the wood all ready. How could he have
known that Cholmondeley would be go-
ing there—a lonely place cight miles
from the zchool? Rut thai's not all
When we went over to Lanthom this
afternoon, Mr. Rackstraw was on thab
very path in Lantham Chase waiting
with his ear. Wo passed him there!
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Of course, he doesn’t know us—but we

knew him. Well, sir, & fow minutes
after passing him we saw a man coming
up the path—the man who turned oul

afterwards to be Tinker Wilson—going
straight towards the place where Mr.
Rackstraw waa waiting with his car™

“You are sure of this, Wharton?”
_“Quite sure of it, sir. And—you satd,
sir, that Mr. Rackstraw told you Jon
the phone thet he had been searching
the wood for Tatters—"

“He told me so, certainly.”

Well, sir, we've told you how Bob
crooked his bike on the car, coming
back from Lantham. BMr. Rackstraw
was with the car. Ife was strolling
about the path, smoking & cigar! That
was long after Tatters had been taken—
at least half an hour afterwards, so far
sz I ovan make out. Xe cortainly
wasn't scarching for Tatters. We dida't
koow, then, of course, that Tatters had
been with lim at all. But if we'd
known we should have jolly well won-
dered why he wasn't looking for the
kid. And he eertainly was net.”

Mr. Quelch =zat silent, his eves on
Wharton's earncst face.

“1 don’t know whether I ought to say
thiz, sir,” suid Harey, Aushing. “ DBut—
it's known that there's some mmn be-
bhind Tinker Wilson in this kidnapping
stunt—and—and—and it looks to
me——" Hea paused. “I koow it
sounds horrid, sir, as Mr. Rackstraw 1a
his cousin! DBut—but I'm thinking of
Tatters' safety, sir. The finker 18 in
prison now—but the other man—who-
over he 1s—i3 still loose—and—and if
1t 13 Br. Rackstraw——"

“I understand vou, Wharton,” said
Mr. Quelch guietly. “In the strange
circumstances I cannot blame vou for
allowing this suspicion to enter Four
mind. I need hardly caution you not to
talk of it in the school.”

“0Of course not, sir! I—I felt bound
to mention it to you, sir, as—as it lockas
—and—and if Tatters is in danger from

him——"

“Quite so! Bay no more, my boy,
and keep your own counsel,” paid Mr.
Queleh, * Probably Mr. Rackstraw may
Le able to give some explanation of the
—the circumstances that now look a
little odd. You may go, Wharton”

Harry Wharton leit the study.

Lr. Queloh remained in deop thought
with a wrinkle in his brow. There had
Lbeen a vague doubt floating at the back
af his own mind; and he had been guite
startled to find that tho same doubt
was in Wharton's, and Mr Quelch
knew—what Yharton did not know-—
the tremendous difference it had made
to Cyril Rackstraw's prospects when hia
lost cousin was found ond taken homne
to Cholmondeley Castle.

It was in & grim -mood fhat Mr,
Quelech waited for Uyril Rackstraw to
arrive at Greyfriars.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Carne Asks for Ii ]
11
E “Hallg, hallo, hallo, old (af
man!"
“Licked ¥ orinned Duontor.
liglee]
Cherry cheerily., "My dear old fab
man, GQuelchy pave us the plad hand
“Mean to say you haven't been licked
for cutting cail-over and staying out
till nine o'clock 7*  demanded Buonter.
guite disappointed. _
“Tho hekfulness hos not beon terrifis,
my esteomed fat  Bunter,” chockled

2AY, you fellows!”
"Do we look ™ nsked  Bob
and the happy eye ™
The Owl of the Remwve really scemed
Hurree Jawmzet Do Smazh. “'The
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worthy Quelchy was preposterously in-
furiated, but the cloudfulness l:|-fJr the
wrathy frown was banished by the
smilefulness of benevolencs.

“Bome fellows are their Iorm
master's favourites [ remarked Skinner,

“*3kinner, old bean, you ocughtn't to
give a fellow the trouble of kicking
you when a fellow comes in tired I
suid Bob reproachfully. “Still, if you
will have it—heallo, hallo, halle, whera
are you going, Skinnerf™

But Bkinner was gone,

“Well, how the thump did you gt
off 1" asked Hazeldene. “What have
you been up to?”

“Oh, catching ferocious tinkers and
banding them over to the polics,”
answered Bob carelessly. “ We do these
thmaa in our spare time, you know.”

"{Aamuoon 1°

“Honest Injun!” zaid Bob. “We
bagged the jolly old tinker who was
efter Tatters—and he will have to do
his tinkering in chokey now. He will
think twice %efnm he goes in for kid-
napping againi That’s a pun.”

It was close on bed4ime for the Re.
move, and prep was over. Most of the
Form was in the Rag when Harry Whar-
ton & Co. came into that apartment
with Tatters, after a rather late supper.
All the six were fecli the effects of
their trouble with the tinker, but they
were very msrrg and bright. Inspector
CGrimes had gaid that their conduct was
very creditable, and the chuma of the

Remove heartily apreced with the
inspector.

“DBut what's happened 1" asked Ver-
non-Smith, “Tali us before dorm.™

And the story was told, and listened
to with dcep interest by the Remove
fellows, The chums of the BRemove
wera careful to say nothing of their
suspicion of Mr, Rackstraw, however.
It was in the minds of all the Famous
Five—and in Tatters’ too, now. But
that was not a matter to be talked of
mm the Rag.

“I =ay, you fellows, I wish I'd been
there,” said DBunter. “VYou wouldn't
have had much trouble with that tinker
if I'd beer on the spot. As a matter
of fact, it was Cholmondeley’s own fault
that he pot into danger.™

“'0Ow's that, fat'ed 7" asked Tatters

“Well, I offered to come on that drive
with you,” said Bunter. “If I'd been
with you, I faney the tinker wouldn't
have dared to show up.”

“Hﬂ-r ]'.Ia,. hﬂ- R ,

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle

at. If he'd seen me there I faney hLe
would have been scared off—
. “Well, your features might have done
1, admitted Bob Cherry thoughtfully.
“We'ra used to them in the Hemove:
but a stranger——=

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Yon sill 233 " roared Bunter.

“ W“-‘”; might hava been with
Tatters,” said Hazeldene. “I was go-
ing to punch his head when he came
in—asking a fellow to go for a drive,

and then buzzing off withont hir i
Tatterz coloured.
“I'm sorry for that,” he said. * But

Cousin Cyril started in a ‘'urry, and
he never ‘eard me ask you—->"
“Rot ! said Hazel, “Ho heard zall
right, and he jolly well left me! Not
that I cared twopence for a drive in his
blessed car.¥
Harx&,' Wharton & Co exchanged a
look. This was one more detnil to con-
firm their suspicion of Mr. Rackstraw,
“8o you nearly went with Tatters on
that drive, Hazel?" asked Harry.
"Well, he asked me,” gruntc? Hazel,
“But that cousin of his started up and
raved off. I dare say he didn’t want me
in the car, but--as it turned out, it

‘my Form.

wourld have been a good thing for
Tatters if he'd had a {ellow along with
him, and hiz couzin docsn’t seem to
have taken a lot of eare of him.”

Harry Wharton & Co. had no doubt
that My, Ruckstraw had not wanted any
Greyirviars fellow along with Tatters in
tho car. More and more they feit that
that motyr drive had been a trap, a
trick to draw Tatters out of the safety
of the school. Bo long as Tatters was
gated it was certain that Tinker Wilson
would have had no chance to lay hands
on him, and whether intentionally or
not, Cyril Rackstraw bhad given the
tinker his chanea. And in their own
minds the Famous Five were assured
that it had been done intentionally.

The door opened, and Carne of the
Sixth looked into the Rag. It was
Carne’s turn of duty to sce lights out for
the Remove. Carne gave the chums of
the Remove an unpleasant look.

“So you young sweeps have turned

up ! ho snapped.

“Yes, thanks, Carne,” said Bob
cheerily, “Were you fecling anxious
about us ¥

Carne scowled. It was not probable
that he had been suffering from any
anxiety on account of the Famous Five.
“You don't look as if wvou've been
licked,” he granted.

“Right on the wicket—we haven't!”
chuckled Bob. “Serry to disappoint
you, old bean, but we haven't been
licked, Not even lines.”

“You mean to say you've been let
off by your Form master after cutting
call-over and staying out late!” ex-
claimed Carne.

“Just that!”

“Well,” said Carne,
rotten favouritism—-""

“Carnao 1"’

It was rather unfortunate for Carne
of the Bixth that Mr. Quelch was pas-
sing the open door of the Rag at that
moment. Carne gave a jump and spun
round towards the doorway, to meet the
Eimlebn}'es of Henry Bamuel Quelch

xed wpon him with a positively terri-
fying cxpression.

“Oh "™ gjmeulaled Carne. “I1—1—4

“Carne! 1 heard your remark!™
barked Mr, Quelch. *“ A most improper
remark for a prefect to make, Carne!
Very improper indeed. You have im-
plied, sir, that I have been guilty of
favourtism towards certain memboers of
How dare you, sir!”

"“I—I—I—-" babbled Carne,

“¥ou will apologise instantly ™
hooted Mr, Queleh, * You should have
known, Carne, that I had adequate rea-
sons for excusing these juniors for a
breach of the rules. You should have
taken it for granted, Carne! Your re-
mark was absclutely inexcusable. You
will apologise instantly, or I will take
you to the headmaster, sir, to explain
your words to him.”

“I—I—-I apologiso, sir!”
Carne. “I—I never meant——"

“That will do,” snapped Mr. Quelch.

And he whisked on hig way, leaving
Corne of the Bixth red with rage and
humiliation, and a crowd of juniors
Er1nning.

Carne's eyes glittered at the Be-
movites,

“Get to your dermitory, you young
rotters " he snapped.

s young what?”  asked Tob
Cherry. A most inproper remark for
a prelect to make, Carne! Very im-
proper indeed !

“Ha, ha, ha !” velled the Removeo, az
Bob delivered that reprimand in an
imitation of Mr. Quelch’s angry bark.

Carne glared at {he cheery Bob
almost speechless,

“0Of all*the

gasped
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“You will npmng}:se instantly,” cou-
tinued Bob, "or I shall take you to the
}'tgaclﬂmstﬂr, te explain your words to
11T,

“Ha, ha, ha 1" shricked the Remove.

Carne, gonsping with rage, made a
rush st Dob, and that cheery youth
dodged out of the Rag. Carne rushed
after him, almost foaning,

Bob tore into the pass
wissed colliding with Mr.
skin of his teeth !

“What — what ——"
Bemove I'ovm master.

Crash 1

The infuriated Carne, however, was
not so fortunate us he chased afier Bob,
for he did cannon into Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, sir, sorry !" he gasped,
C "Whot? What? What are you rush-
ing about in thet disorderly manner for,
Carne?"” gasped the Reimove master.

e and only
ucleh by the

gusped  the

“Oh! I understand! Carne! What
does this mmean?¥
“I—TI—" Carne stamnered., “JI—I

Was—wis—"

“This 15 not proper conduct for a
Sixth Form prefeet, Carne! If you can-
nok control your temper, vou should not
be o prefeet | I shall speak to the Head
on this subject! Go to your study, sir!
I will see lights out for my Form my-
self, Carne!l Go to your study,”

Carne, in an almost homicidal frame
of mind, went, and Mr. Quelch saw
lights out for the Remove, for which
they were duly thankful. Certainly the
ashplant would have been likaly to come
into- pluy had Carne followed them to
their dormitory. DPossibly the bully of
the Bixth was saving up his wrath for
another occasion, and probably, like
wing, it would improve with keeping.
But that prospect did not wnrﬁy the
cheery chums of the Remove, and they
of the just, heedless of

slept the sleep o
his works,

Carne angd al

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Queleh Comes Down Heavy !

R. CYRIL RACKSTRAW
stecpped from his car. His
face was very grave as he was
shown into Mr. Queleh's

study. The Remove master was wait-
ing for him there, and his face waa
very grava also as the young man
entered.

Mr. Quelch had been thinking, and
thinking hard. It was probable that
some vague Joubt would have entered
his keen mind, in any ocase. But what
Harry Wharton had told him had
erystallised that doubt into something
very like a certainty. His eyes fixed on
Mr. Rackstraw with 2 very penctrating
look., Quelch’s eyes were compared in
the Removoe to gimlets, on account of
their penetrating quoalitics. Never had
they been so gimlet-like, as now. There
was o moral certainty in the ove
master's mind, and he intended to turn
it into an actual certainty if he could,
for the sake of the boy 1n his Formn
whose sofety was threatened.

Rackstraw, of course, had had no
news since his talk on the telephone
from Lantham with Mr. Quelch. Hoeo
arrived at Greyfriara in complete ignor-
ance of the faet that Tatters was safo
back in the school, and that Tinker
Wilson was also safe—under lock and
key at Courtfield. And Mr. Quelch had
no intention of enlightening him, for
the moment. He was going to ascer-
tain, first, whether Cyril Rackstraw was
indeed the “man behind the scenes.” Ho
wag, in fact, going to “ play” Mr. Rack-
straw like a fich.
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“I am glad to see vou, sr,”™ =aid Mr.
Quelch.  “Pray be geated. ¥You have
gome direct from Lantham?”

“Yes, Mr. Quelch.” Rackstraw sat
down. His face was grave and con-
corned in expression; but he shifted his
chair a little, so that the Form master
did not have @ full and direct view of
his face—s little circumstance that Mr.
Quelch grimly noted.  Possibly there
was something in those gimlet-eyes that
made Mr, Rackstraw faintly uncasy.

“¥ou learned nothing there, siri”

“ Nothing,” answered Mr. Rackstraw,
“8e far as I can make out, the boy has
disappeaved utterly. I am deeply dis-
tressed—it 18 most unfortunate.  This
will be disturbing news for Sir George
Cheolmondeley. I blame myself—yet
how eould foresce that my cousin
would be so foolish—so thﬂughtleaa——as
te wander away from me——"

“You are sure that he did sol”

“Evidently, &8 he was not ba
found.” ]

“But did wyou search for him, Mr.
Ragkstraw—sm I to understand that
you lost no time in searching for him
a3 s0OL &3 you missed him

“Burely, Mr. Queleh, you can hardly
doubt that,” said Rackstraw. **My be-
lief, of course, was that he was closs at
hand, and immediately 1 was ready to
gtart again, I called to him=—and as he
did not answer, scarched up and down
the path, He was nowhere in sight.”

Rackstraw gave the Remove master e
aidelunﬁ look.

“Perhops 1 had beiter sce Dr
Locke—" he suggested.

“1f you desire, certainly,” said Mr.
Quelch. " But the matter is, at present,
1mn my hands, and I desire to be fully
informed. In letting the boy leave the
school with you I had, of course, no
doubt that he was pcrfuutly gegure in
your charge.”

“"He would have been absolutely safe,
sir, if—"

“If he had not wandered away from
youi"

“That is s¢. If was extremely foolish
and thoughtless—>*

“Undoubtedly, if he did s0," gaid
Mr. Queleh. * ¥You saw nothing of any
suspicious characters about the spoti™

MNothing, sir.”

“¥You are aware, of course, of the
aftempts made hy the tinker, Wilson,
to recapture the boy. Cholmondeley’s
disappearance could mean oanly one
thing—that Wilson was semehow on the
spot, and saw his apportonily, end made
use of it.”

“That 13 what I fear, mir,” said Mr.
Rackstraw, “and 1
from me, while 1 wos attending to my
engine, poor Arthur gave the ruffian his
chan&ef;f that is indeed what has hap-

ed.”

*It is unfortunate that your car should
have broken down in such a very =oli-
tary epot, Mr. Rackstraw; and extra-
ardinary that ﬂim'ﬁnmmici:{\"s enemY
ehould have chanced to be there,” said
Mr, Quelch, pursing his lips.  “ It would
almost appear a5 if the man had some
foreknowledge—>

“That, of course, iz impossible,” said
Mr. Rackstraw. “It was quite by
chance that I took tho Lantham route
when taking Arthur for a drive.”

“It  was still daylight when you
missed CTholmondelay ™
"Ye;‘ﬁ, but somewhat dusky in the

wobd
i3

to

: ut light enough for you to see him,
if he had been anywhere near at hand.”
“Oh, quite!™
“I may take it, Mr. Rackstraw, that
you searched for him thoroughly
“Most assuredly, Mr. welech. 1
should not be iikefy to be careless in
Tueg Magrer Lienary —No. 1,198,

such a matter,” said Rackstraw warmly,
“*1 was surprised and alarmed when I
found that he was ne longer there, and
I searched the whale length of the path,
and in the wood adjoining. ™

“And thent”

“Having failed to {ind any trace of
him, I drove into Lentham.”

"fmmedmﬁely after giving up the
search for him?™

“Naturally, I ehould not bs likely
to waste n moment, in the gircum-
etances.™

Mr. Queleh sat silent.

Obvionely, it had not occurred to
Rackstraw that the eycliste who had
ausse-d him in Lentham Chass were

ireyiriara boys; still less, that they had
given the Remove master information,

Rackstraw stated that he had
searched in the wood for the missing
junior, and immediately on giving up
the sparch had driven into Lantham.
From Harry Wharton, Mr. Quelch knew
that Rackstraw's car had been i1dle on
tho bridle-path, without even the lights
on; and that Backstraw had been loung-
ing about idly smoking a cigar, long
after Cholmondeley had left him.

He could scarcely doubt now.

But for the fact that Harry Wharton
& Co. had besn on the spot, there was
nothing to disprove Rackstraw's story,
or to cast doubt on it. As it happened,
however, it was disproved in advance.

But the Remove mazter was nob
finished yet. He was still “playing *
Mr, THackstraw, making assurance
doubly sure that the man was lying.

“You made inguiries of any way-
farers, 1 presume, whether they had
seen anything of Cholmondeley ¥ he
askod.

#Naturally; several peopls on the
Lantham road——"

“But in the path where you missed
Cholmondealey? I am not well ac-
quainted with Lantham Chase, but a
path that could be used by a motor.car
would doubtless be used by pedestrians
and cyel ”

" Unfortunately, it seems to be a ver
golitary zpot,” said Mr. Rackstraw. ".}
saw no one till I had loft the wood
behind.” :

“That is very unforfunate,” said Mr.
Queleh. “ Anyone passing through the
wood might have seen something of
what had haeppened to Cholmondeley.
You would naturally have stapped any

edestrian  or cyclist auf asked
im—"

“ Naturally.”

“But you saw nonef”

“None,” said Rackstraw, shaking his

ad.
Mr. %uulch breathed hard through his
nose. Rackstraw had seen nobody on
the path through Lantham Chase—at
the time that Boeb Cherry’s bicycle had
crashed into his ear.

Certeinly, knowing nothing of Bol's
connection with Greviriars, Mr. Rack.
straw was not likely lo mention that
incident. If he was a guilty man, he
did mnot want that uwnknown eyelist
searched for and guestioned—it would
have come out thal Ruckstruw had not
been scarching for the missing junior
at all, but simply waiting about while
he gave the kiduapper time to get elear
with his prisouer. As an innocent man,
he would have been only too anxious
to get hold of that cyelist and have him
questioned.

Mr. Queleh’s grim face grew grinmor,

Iackstraw, ignovant of what the Re.
move master knew, was lring. He could
have only one motive for lying,

“May I ask you, Mr. Rockstraw—"
recommenced the Remove master,

“Anything, sir. I am only
A% igns—

“There is a possibility,” said .Ir.

by wandering eaway head

too
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Quelqh rimly, "“that Cholmondeley's
enamice have been on the watch—that

you may have been watohed, Mr, Rack-
straw, as 'T:m were coming here to see
Cholmondeley. Did you drive here
direct from Hampshire to-dayi”

“ Naturally.”

" What I mean is this—that if you had
been scen at Lantham, and the tinker,
Wilson, was about that place, that may
account—"

“I understand, sir, but I have been
nowhere uear Lantham to-day, until I
drove there with Arthur this afternoon.
Lantham is nowhere near my route here
from Hampshire.”

Mr. Quelch almost snorted.

Cyril Rackstraw had been nowhere
near Lantham that day bofore he came
to Greyiriars—yet five Foemove boys
had seen him on the path in Lantham
Chase before he srrived at the schoal.

There was no doubt now.

Rackstraw was startled by the expres-
sion that came over the face of the Re-
Enu:a master. Mr, Quelch rose to his
ect,

Backstraw was now vaguely unecasy
and alarmed. His heart was beating
unpleasantly. Something was wrong—
though he could not yet puess what it
WiE,

“Mr. Rackstraw,” said the Form
master, in a deep voice, it is already
known that the tinker, "."Fiisnn, was set
on by some unknown enemy who desires
tha diszppearance of Arthur Chol-
mondeley.’

“That, sir, iz a foolish idea of the
boy's own,” soid Rackstraw, It is, of
course, inadmissible. My own opinion
iz that Wilson i1s acting irom personal
malice.” . .

“That iz not my opinion, gir, and it
i not in accordance with the facts as
they ara known. There iz some man,
gir, who has a strong interest in the
dizsappearance of Arthur Cholmondeley
since he has been found and reclaim
by his grandfather, More!” added Mr.
Quelch emphatically,  * Cholmondseley
has told me that while he was with the
tinker, Wilson was in regular receipt of
sums of menoy from en unkpown source,
I have no doubt, sir, that this unkuown
enemy of the boy's knew where he could
be found, and wus bribing the tinker to
keep him undiscovered.™

Rackstraw's face grew pale.

“ A very wild suspicion, sir I he said.
i I”see nothing whatever to substantiate

1t.

“I see much!” said Mr. Quelch.
“br. Raclsteaw, I will be plain with
you. You have told me that you drove
here direct from Hampshire, and that

ou have been nowhere near Lantham

cfore taking Cholmondeley there.”

“That is correct, sir.”

“You, sir, and y¥our car were Scen Qn
that very path through Lantham Chase,
early this afternoon, before you arrived
at the school 1 Loomed Mr. Quelch.

Rackstraw started.

“Mr. Quelch! [ scarcely understand
your meaning.”

“1 will make 1% clear, sir! I will
make it guite clear! You wore scen on
that path in Lanptham Chase, waiting
with veur car, enly & few minutes beforg
the tinker, Wilson, following ihat path,
grrived on the spot, and must have
passed within ?rt:mr sight.”

“Whoever has given you 1lis in-
formation, sir, 1z making a mistake—a
most absurd mustalie,®

Rackstraw's voice was husky.

“¥eou have told me, sir, that after
Cholmondeley dizappeared, vou searchod
for him, up to the moment that you
drove to Lantham to make inquiries
there. You have told me that you saw
no ane on the path. Yet I have the eri-
dence of five persons who passed you on
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¥ Gilence, sir ! ** hooted Mr. Quelch.

but idling about smoking a cigar., Not
anly did you see these five evelists on the
path, but vou exchanged words with
them.”

Rackstraw almost staggered.

“1 deny it! I—" ho stammered.

“* Silenecs, sir!” hooted Mr. Quelch,
“These boys, thou FOU are UNAWAre
of it, belong to this school, and they
have already g;irr_tn me a full account
of the matter.

“Oh 1" panted Rackstraw.

“You were in Lantham Chase carly
thiz afternoon, sir, and vou moet Wilson
there 1™ boomed Mr. Queleh, ® You drove
deliberately to that solitary spot with
Cholmondeley, sir, because the ruffian
wag walting on that spot, ready to carry
out his orders! The secret encmy of
that unfortunate boy 1s no longer un-
linown, sir—I ow him now, =ir, and
he is seated before me 1

Rackstraw licked his dry lips.

“And I ean tell you more, sir ! snid
Mr. Qucleh, in reeping tonce. “The
tinker had a horse and cart concealed in
the wood—="

Rackstraw started,

“Cholmondeley was seized, sir, only o
dozen yards from you, whilo you pre-
tended to be busy with a pretended
breskdown of your engine. He was
placed in that eart and conecealed under
eacking, and driven away by Tinker
Wilson.”

Rackstraw’s eyes almeost started from
hig head asz he staved at the Reomove
master. He ashked himself wildly how
Mr. Queleh knew all thia.

“¥ou desired to keep your share in
tho matter, s=ir, a sceret from Chol-
mondeley, as well as from others, in
case of his escape by some accident,”
said Mr. Quelch. “No doubt you would
liave been perfectly suceessful in the

whole scheme, Mr. Roackstraw, had not
a number of Greyfriars boys, most for-
tunately, become concerned In the
matter. I will add, sir, that these very
boys came on the scoundrel Wilson and
seized him—that they have handed him
over to the iﬂﬁﬂ&, and that Arthur
Cholmondeley has been brought baclk to
Groyfriars safo and sound, and is now
asleep, sir, in his bed in his doymitory.”

It was a bombshell to the hapless
plotter.

Rackstraw, his face white as chalk, his
eges starting from his head, stored at
the Remove master in terror.

"'The—the boy he
stuticred. ]

“He is here, sir, and the ruffian
Wilson is_in a ccll at Courtficld polico
station. It remains to be seon whether
he !w:ll betray his cmployer—yourself,
sir |

“Cood gad " gasped Rackstraw.,

“Have you anvthing more to say "
snapped Mr. Queleh.

Rackstraw tried fo pull himsel{
gother.

“These—these wild suspicions, sir--
vor can prove nothiag, i' arn assired
that the man Wilson will not mention
my name—that he doez not, in fuch,
know my name.”

“No doubt you have made it worth
the raseal’s while to keep silent!™
snapped Mr. Quelch. * But your guilt is
knawn, sie.”

“You bave no proofl—e atomm of
proof1”  Rackstraw spoke between his
set teeth, ™ 1f yvou venture te make such
an accusation, Mr. Quelch—"

Hiz voice trailed off, under
iRemove master's cold, steady gase.

“T will make myself clear, sir,”™ snid
Mr. Queleh. * Proof for o court of law
may be wanbing—I admit that. Neither
do I desire to eause o seandol im the
newspapers, with the namo of this school
involved.”

i5—is—is here

ta-

the

“* The secret enemy of the unfortunate Cholmondeley is no longer unknown, sir—
I know him now, sir, and he is seated before me ! ** Rackstraw startad.

bieyeles, one of whom collided with your
car; and when they saw you, sir, you
were nobt soarching for the missing boy,

Rackstraw almost panted with roliaof.

“But, sir,” vesumed Mr, Queleh, I
shall draw up o stotement of the facts
of the caze, as they are known to me,
and thiz will ba dated and wilnessed.
In the event of any attempt, from an
souree, being made on the boy Chol-
mondeley, cither at sehool or at home,
that statement will be placed «in the
hands of the police, to act upon as they
think fit,”

He paused again. '

“You know what will happen then,
Mr., Rackstraw! J warn you to abandon
this dastardly scheming ::Eainsl: your
cotisin, an innacent lad ! Take one moro
step in that direction, sir, and the law
will be =ct in moticn, Now go—and [
need not add that you will never visit
Greyiriars again |

Backstraw roso and meoved slowly to
the door.

He gave the Remove master one
bitter, venomous look, and was gone.

——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Strange Meefing !

‘i O i 1™
et "“Mhat  blooming  Carne

suld Tatters,
bicas Carne!” grunted Bob

EJ‘I‘

“Gi'l,
Cherey.

It was several days since Talters'
adventure.  Tatters was no  louger
cated.,  Mr. Quelch had consulted the
Ilead on the subject, and they had
agreed that, with Tinker Wilsen in a
ccll, and hiz raseally employer now
Larown and warned off, it was no longer
necessary  for  Chelmondeley  of  the
Itrnove te keep within zates,  Which
wats very sabisfacltory o Tatices and his
friends.

(Continued on poge 2B.)
Tre Maigxer Liskany.—INo. 1,198,



You Can Start Reading This AMAZING STORY OF SLAVE-TRADING TO-DAY !

B “HOPE

Bursting of the Hurricane !
12 HAN'T make 161" said Bub-
S Lisutenant Tony Dunn, with

8 Eros. L
‘ha little Bengali interpreter,
Chotajee by noame, rolled his eyes

behind his horn-rimmed spectacles.

“In werds of modern expression,”
o moaned, “the sahib has spilled =
jugiuk Wherefore has  honoutrable
huglish poot, .."'i.‘iﬁ-ﬂ?. assumed  that
‘wind from south blows bait in lish's
mouth * §*

“Cive it up, Chota, old chappy,”
Tony returned. ™I always was pretiy
rotten at riddles.™

He looked inquiringly at
hia chum, Licutenant Guy
asten, who sat with his
hand on the tiller and his eyes
fixed on the far horimon. Ta
his unspoken query Guy gave
a faint smila.

“We may

. ¥ scrape  along-
gide,” he sartd; “but I doulst
whather they'll ba able to

get the boats out of the water.
toneh and go”

At onoe Chotajee cheoored up, as ho
always did when he zaw a chance of
displaying his scholarship. He had
been educated at & collere in Calentta,
and having been “ploughed 7 in  the
linal examination, now proudly put
“Failed B.A." aftor his name as a hint
}l}:ﬂ.t the degres had enly just eluded
rm,

*I wonder, Taston sahib™ hne
remarked, “if you are wvnaware that
such expression ® touch and po,” now in
genoral wse of landlubbers' vocabulary,
13, without doubt, of nautical origin®™

Go hon!™

“Buch I have gathered,” Chotajee
stated, "“from evidence of honcurable

THEe Maexer Liprary.—DNo. 1,198

It'll be

STANTON

naticel ook which [ have industriall
perused. There in white-and-blaci
was statement to effect that when sail-
ing ship scrapes over sandy shoal into
deep water, she is said to * touch and
go.! With such authonty of Jegrned
seribe I have no doubtfulness of same.”

“Is that 0" QCuy grinned, “But
if I wera you, Chota, 1‘§ clew up your
jaw-lackle, before the said honourable
jaw 15 in need of first-aidinlness.™

At some danger to herself, the
Falecon had veered broadside-on to the
rigsing wind, to afford the approaching
boats o pood leeway. The picket-boat
nosed in and cast off the tow, and Guy

SLAVERY IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY !
Every boy will revel in this unique story, for it is
based on fact and personal observation of the
barbaric traffic in slavery which still flourishes

in certain parts of Arabia.

bawled an arder to the natives, known
a5 kolassies, to give way on the oars.

His voice was lost to the erew in com-
petition with the approaching hurri-
eane, hut Tony seized an oar and set an
example, and the natives hauled the
boat 1n apainst the Faleon's side, below
the empty davits waiting to reccive it
Not o moment too soon ! The squall of
wind fallowing the hot breeze that
swirled the sand of Africa across the
seo, _struck the gunboatl like a hammer-
blow from some invisible, maddened
giant.

The Faleon lurched over in  the
manner of a stricken whale, bearing
down on the two boats which had
sought the shelter provided by her hull
in barely the nick of time !

The sea had risen to the pressure of

SILAVES.

that hot wind which had heralded the
hurricane ; but Captain Knox was loath
fo abandon his two boats, despite that
hoisting therm up now offered a feat of
seamanship which might well daunt the
heart of the boldest, The picket-boat,
which had got alongside first, waos
already on tﬁe falls, and hor crow
tumbled aboard before the
riphted herself.

hings were more diffienlt for Guy
in command of the cutter, which having
been astern of the other craft, had boen
a few precious seconds later., To the
kolassies he roared in Hindustani :

“Tumble out, all except two men |
Juldi ! Juldi [’

Lither the kolassies failod
to hear properly in the de-
maniacal shrieking of the
wind, or else they were over-
anxious that the Navy should
not be bereaved of their valu-
gble lives. In frantic haste
they swarmed up the sea-
gangway, up rope laddors
put dewn for their wse, and up the

catlish I

swaying falls,
howled Guy.
“Hook on those falls ™

U Bufferin’

In the strange lull which followed
that most furtous blazt of wind and
which 13 sometimes a feature of the
tropic sterm, the voice of his chum,
Tonv, rang out shrilly:

“ ANl zerene, admiral—sir, I mean!
I'm little johnny-on-the-spot I¥

Ho flung himsolf across the thwarts
and tricd to grab the hook of the
for'ard fall, while Chotajes, who had

Faleon

been hitherto reparded by the young
Naval officers as a rather timid and
valuble boaster, showed 1n a  sur-

wrisingly good hght by struggling to
alp him. Quy himself attempted to
get the hook of the after fall fixed to
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the ring at the astern ond of the boat:
but again the luck of the Navy was
dead out |

_Tho Faleon, which had been kept
listed over for a =poce of zeconds by a
fresh pressure of wind, had risen in
the lull, and then suddenly she lifted
on a monster wave racing in the wake
of lossor seas, and the rope falls went
swaying completely ont of reach of
the fellows in the boat!

“Groat sea-snakes [

With Naval smartness in the faco of
an emergency, Tony snatched up an oar
and shoved against the Falcon’s lifting
sida to keep the cutter’s nose awny,
The blade splintercd, but he succeeded
in get.!,m% the boat out sufficicntly to
prevent her being crushed as the
garmoured  gunbeat came thundering
down in the trough of tho seas,

Meantime, Guy might have saved him-
self by taking a fiying leap on to the
after sea-pangway, which consisted of »
number of zteel zfepz in the gunboat’s
hull. But ke was in command, and had
no intention of deserting ‘Tony and
d{}}mtﬁjm to what now scemed certain

eath |

Sport of the Seas |
 w1TH the Falcon bucking, like
ey an enraged sea-elephant,
there was only one faint
chance—a  one-in-a-hundred
chance—and that was to get clear of
her. No boat could live alongside now;
it would be e¢rushed to makchwood, and
itz occupants destroyed. Ho Guy shoved
the tiller hard over, completing the
work which Tony had begun, and caus-
ing the cutter to nose away.

The whole thing had happened so
gquickly that those aboard the Faleon
could do nothing on their part. By
sheer musfortune, the gallant race to
get back aboard the warship had failed
by a brief second or twe,

For her own safety the Faleon was
bezinning to get under way, and turn-
ing, 5o that sha might run before the
storm. Guy knew that he had no alter-
nukive but to keep the entier headed in
the direction of tiin:: seas and the wind,
and trust to fortune that the Falcon
might keep close enough to him to take
them aboard if they could make the lee
of some island.

Agzain, alter that brief lull, the wind
eame roaring up from the southward,
aflame with the hot sand of Africa, and,
from tropical blue, the sea had assumed
tho hue of yellow ochro. Half-choked,
and with reddened eyes, Guy locked
round for the Falcon, steaming in a
scmicirele, and eaunght but a faint, final
glimpse of her before 1he swiltly moving
soreen of sand shud her from view,

“Keep low in the boat!” he bellowed,

There was nothing that Tony or
Chotajee could do, and so they crouched
down in the thwarts beside the two inert
bodies which thers had not been timo
to get aboard the Fuleon., The kolassie
who had been shot during the scrap
with the cut-throats of the suspicious
dhow, had becn killed instantly, and
that mystertous negro who had leaped
overboard from the Arab cralt, had
since died of his wounds.

Thus the catter sped on, puraued by
tho furious white horses and breakin
spas, and lashed by the sand-filled win
of hurricane force.

Crouched low in the stern, Guy
gripped the tiller with all the brute
foreo of which he was capable, and yet
had to be alert to make alterations of
nnursi’e to prevent the boat from slewing
round,

Now that they were away from the
shelter of the Falcon, the hoat was
getting the full force of the storm, and
if she came round broadside on, would
mean that some breaking sca would pile
aboard in a monster cutaract of white
spume and sink her for sheer weight ol
water. So in his wet, bedraggled naval
vniform of tropie white, and hair and
tace wet with the HAying spray, he
grimly held the Loat’s nose to the north-
ward, while the raging scas drove it on
at incredible speed,

Iollowing the onslaught of the hurri-
cane, the sea had risen rapidly, Some-
how, Guy, in the cutter, was reminded
of & cork in a beiling cauldron, over-
hung by a hot, sulphurous steam.

At times the hoat was flung up on the
crest of some great, sizzling mound of
water, and he would have the sense of
impending  destruetion as the white
spume began bubbling over him and
into the boat. Then the cutter would
go sliding down interminably into a
crazy, rocking valley, and he would fear
that she would never lift out of it. Dut
when destruction seomed to threaten
from the following wave, the stout old
naval boat would hoist upwards, braeo
herself, and take the next thunderous
hammer-blow of surf with a shudder,
before racing on to dip again inte some
swinging trough.

. On, on racdd the cutter, with never a

sight of her parent ship, At interwvals,
Teony and the little Bengali had to hail
furigusly to relieve tho lLoat of the
weight of water shipped as she lurched
on her headlong course. Guy never
shifted hiz gaze from the s=ca ahead,
time and again averting disaster by
putting the helm over thia way or that
to keep the boat from broaching,

“What-ho, old seahorse!™ whooped
Tony, his tanned face dripping with sea-
water, * Where do wo got off at 7

“Non-stop for  Arabia ! CGuy  re-
turned. “Trouble is, old top, the hath-
ing's & hit dangerous along that coast !”

“B-still, s-zahib,™ stuttered Chotajee.
“may I suggest, in words of ezteemod
poct Shakespearve, that * while there is
lifo there is hopefulness® ™"

“Buggest what vou jolly well like,
cheery old Chota,” Tony said brightly,
“zo lonp as you don't suggest swimming
back to the old hookpot that’s lost us.
I've mnot gotf my giddy bathing-
costume.™

How far they had iravelled they had
no idea, although Guy had a composs
and roughly knew that they weore on a
novtherly conrse. Somewhere ahead lay
the gaunt Arabian coast and one or two
small voleanie islands, which might or
might not be in their path.

With bloodshot eyes, they strained to
pierce  that swirling screen of =and,
dreading lest they shoutd sce the danc.
ing columns of white surf at the [oot of
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THE FIAST CHAPTERS RETOLD.

LIEUDTENANT OUY EASTON, iz ofivii,
SUR-LIBUTENANT TONY DUNN, :mpe
white ratings, and CNOTAJEE, w Depmilt
inderpreler, Rhave been lo board o enspieiong-
fookity dhore heading a sovfhe) Iy course orvi of
the Red Sex, With the brewing of « trecelerses
stoirn off e Afeieen const, howerer, they e
roordled fo the warship Fafeon, Tumbling heel:
iide the culter, they arve pushivg fron the dhow's
side swhen they hear o bervified loiean ery and
gee i odegrn, o bookein rusty shoekfe pn lis fefl
aiffe, gitvage head  foremost froms e Aneh
crinft indg the sem, Gup rescves the man, whe,
By the wenfs on his Daek, i obriously a slave,
The nickel boal senl Gy the eaptein of e Faleon
Tieg the cudler dn tow and iy meking lion-Tearled
afforts to gal Guy and kis men uider the fee of the
%mmip bafore the rising hurricane bursts npon
hem.

(Now read on.)
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towny eliffs—surf which would speil
death for them as surely as if their cratt
were slewed round and rolled over in
the savage scas following them.

Gradually the wind lessened, and the
fog of dust bepan to clear,

¥ My hat!” yelled Tony,
veered round with us!®

Visibility beeame greater and greater
until they could see two or three cable
lengths ahead over the tumbling sca,
which was discoloured fo the tint of a
lion"s ¢oat Ly the sand which had gottiod
on the surface. Guy slightly relaxed in
his attitude of intenze concentration,
but assumed it instantly again as his
keen ears detected a sinister rumbling
which reminded him of the continusous
beat of the war-drums of the Somalis,

“G-good heavens ! he gulped breath
lessly.  * Surf”

The drifting veil of dust parted, and
there, not half a dozen eable lengths
ahead, were the hills and ¢liffs of an
island, with a bracelet of ivory suif
round the coast.

“M-my esteemed c-ourried livor!®
Chotajee gulped. *Now indeed are we
out of the frying-pan into the fre-
Tulness 1"

Tony looked hack across the thwarte,

" Hevognise it 7" he shouted,

Guy nodded.

“Do I not!” he replied. “There's
many a time I've scen those jolly old
contoirs from the bridge of the Falcon.
That's the sland of Khoof.”

“Well, what about ity Tony de-
manded. *“Are you poing to rizk
attempting 1o Lbring her round?  IF you
don't, we're going ko give that island =
nasty bump, and  jolly old Sheikh
What's-his-name, the chieftain, will pro-
bably be raking uws out in picces to-
morrew from among the rocks.”

“There were o couple of sandy coves
on this side,” Guy said,  “'They're
small, but I'm going to take the chance
of running into one of them. The surf
will be hig on both beaches, but there's
a  hundvedth chance we may  live
ihrough it: nono if we hit the rocks!
Step the mast, old man, and give ns a
rag of zail so that I can get better
stecrage-way on her”

There was danger cnough in stepping
the mast in that heavy sen, but Tony
and Chotajee between them managed
it, and, with much effort, set the fore-
gail, which bLellied and threatened to
whip away from the stay in the wind.
But, once the sail was set, the cuiter
bocame much more manageable, and
Guy, with superb seamanship, nosed the
boat in toward ono of those small, sandy
coves of the island,

“1 wonder,” murmured Tony, settling
back azainst the mast, "if ¢ld Sheikh
What's-his-name in iz jolly eld villagy
of What-vou-inay-call-it will see us awml
kill the fatted goat?™ ]

“hutte, hilielyv, ass™ grimned Guy
"if you waggle your ecars to call his
abtention.”

Hunehed on the for'ard thwart, Chot-
ajee swaved to and fro until 1t seemed
that he must burst throongh the tight

“The luck's

fitting, white poantaloons and  Dblack
alpaea coat which he wore, .
Althoughh  the two young sahibs

chaffed one another as if they were
gum];z on a picnic, the babu had been to
sea long enough to know that actually
the boat was racing on to whal might
well mean death to them all.  Could
zhe live through the thunderous white
surf piling into the sandy cove? No
steersmanship could prevent her from
slewing onee she was canght in the grip
of thosa mighty breakers, each with o
Tue AMagxer Lisaany.-—No. 1,158,
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thousand tons of sca power piled up bo-
hind it. It was a necessary gamble with
death—and Chotajee, remembering all
the midnight oil he had burned to
achicve the distinction of *Failed
B.A.." did not like it.

“Indeed and wverily,” he multered
hopelessly, *‘thiz 13 what sportsman
gahib such as self would designate as
mu{s play 1" .

The boat lurched coward with the
two young naval officers, the little Ben-
gali, and that grim cargo of two dead
men under the thwarts,

Beside the strong eet of the sea in
toward the island, there was & tide-rip
round a headland that acted consid-
erably to the danger of the boat’s
apﬁm&ch.

clever navigaior, Guy noticed the
rip and allowed for it, but the hali-
moon of sandy beach made an absurdly
small target at which to am.  Yet
the sand presented the only Ensslhlu
chance of beaching the boat, but the
slightost misjudgment would mean that
the eraft would be battered to match-
wood on the jagged, voleanic rocks
which, like a rampart, cndured the
buffeting of the thunderous surf.

Neither anxiety nor exciternent dis-
turbed Guy in his task of steersman,
He was doing a job for whick he had
been trained, navigating a boat, and his
rip remained firm on the tiller while
is eves looked steadfnstly ahcad.

Now they were for it ] Bearing down
as far to the weather side of the cove
as he could, he brought the beat slash-
ing sufely past the rocks which reached
up with ron fngers fo “!D the hull out
n? her, then put the helm over.

“CGet the sail off her!” he roared,

Bracing himself against the short,
swaying mast, Tony let the saill down
with o run, and held on like grim
death to the gunwale. In a vague sort
of way he heard Chotajue carnestly
humming the tune of “IL'or Those in
Peril on the Sea,” which was sung regu-
larly onee a week at Divisions and
Prayers eboard the Falcon, ;

'1‘};;:3 roar of the surf was deafening;
but a biscuit's toss ahead was a seething
area of crashing white foam! TFaster
and faster the cutter rushed towards
it, already caught in the Jast headlong
rush of the waves shoreward,

Instinetively, Guy crooked his arm
the more firmly over the tiller, Allied
to his skill would be necded a gianl's
strength to keep the boat had.on dur-
ing the first critical moments of the
surf. After that, they must trust fo
the luck of the Navy to see them
through.

Island of Danger !

HE hoat fairly leaped forward,
as if some mighty merman had
risen beneath 1t and taken the
keel in its grip. Guy felt =

strange  exhilaration as he srrestled
with the tiller which had taken to
itself the attributes of the kicking hind-
leg of a mule. The surf surged around
the gunwale and creamed abeoard, but
he kept the nose toward the desirable
arc of sand.

“Atta boy!” whooped Tony exhn-
berantly.

“And may all hack plagfulness reach
Chotajce Mem-Sahib intactfully ! bab-
bled thae little babu in last supplication.
A might:}r cataract of foam threw its
shadow down upon them as a seventh
wave curled astern—a father of waves
with tons of crcaming water, ecager
For tho sport of destruction |

*Weo're for it 1"

Though the words left Guy’s lips, his
mind was a mill-race of matters now
remote from the present danger. That
dbhow he had boarded—its cut-throat
crew—the negro who leaped into
the sea aod had been shot with an auto-
mutic pl&tul—ﬂmt. giant Abyssintan with
the skin of black velvet and the vellow
ayes of a tigor.

And then he felt himself punched in
the back, and, with outfung hands,
went hurtling out of the boat into the
maelsirom of fcam.

The cutter had been Aung completely
over, and for an instant he ghmpsed
Cholajee as he struck the water ncar
o, His hand fastened om the babu’s
alpaca cont, and all he knew for the
next breath-taking moments was that he
wag being earried forward swiftly in
the welter of water that surged up his
nose and bubbled saltily down his

throat. Then his feet dragged against
somethi firm, and he stagger up-
right—only to be knocked flat by the

surf of a following wave.

_ He rose again, Eu!ped the fresh air
into his lungs, and looked about him.
His feeling was that he had forpotten
something. In an instant he knew what
it was—he had held Chotajee, but had
lost him 1

Turning, he glimpsed the little Den-
pali being swung oubward to sea again
in the strong under-tow. He Fairly
threw himself at him, elutched his coat
again, and was promptly dregged out
with him. But the next huge breaker
flung them both shoreward onee more,
and this time as he strupgled out his
hard was gripped by Tony, who helped
with the work of geiting the Lengall up
on the sand.

They dropped Chotajee on the sand
and for some moments geasped for
breath. Then Tonv dropped on one
knea heside thie inert form of the little
babu,

“Poor old Chota!” he muttered,
*Coiled his ropes, T faney.™

Guy bent his bead and made a brief
ExXanimation.,

“No, he's not dead,” he panted.
"He's swnllowaed a few lpims of the
Arabian Sca, but we'll jolly well soon
get those out of hin.  Rell him over
on that spar of driftwood™

Although weakened by their own
struggles in the surf, they dragged the
bebu face downward over the wood, and
rolled him backwards and forwards.
This rough-and-ready Hrst-aid soon had
ita effect, and, after & fow other stunts
to restore normal breathing to the vie-
tim, they had the satisfaction of seeing
him open hizs eyes.

“Take & peek there!® ejaculated
Tony suddenly; “up towards those date
palms | saw something move”

Together they squelched toward the
clump of palms which had been broken
and dishevelled in the hurricane. Then
a lean shape passed ghost-like between
the thick stems, and Tony slipped his
hand intoe his pocket where an auto-
matie still reposed in a waterproof case.

“What's thet?” he pgulped. A
hyenai™ . ]

“Hardly hkely,” Guy rephed; "in
any casc, don't start up any firoworks
with that shooting-irom of yours. Ii
mightn't be wise to announce our
arrival hy shooting wp the lecal
menagerie. )

He ;.Jicl-:c-:] vp a picce of wrechkage,
and Teny followed suit, for two or
throe lean, wolf-like creatures wera
emorging from among the palms.
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“They'ro pariah dogs® Guy mub-
tered, *and when hungry they can be
beastly dangerous.”

As the chums halted, fully a dozen of
the yellow pariahs slunk into the open,
their red eyes aglesm and showing their
long fangs, ]ﬁada bold by hunger,
these caning outeasts of the island ad-
vapced snarling end yapping until the
gount leader took s swilt forward
BPring.

Instantly Guy, who understood the
real danger better than his chum
leaped forward to meet the brute, an
sent it back yelping as be swung the
chunk of wood. It was not that he
feared the parinhs could overcome them,
but that the slightest wound from their
fungs would probably convey the
dreaded rabies or hydrophobia which,
unless checked by esrly inoculation,
would surely result in a fearful death.

Yapping savagely, thce pariahs drew
back, but as Guy and Tony rotreated
down the heach towards Chotajee, they
gr&gw bold again and returned with o
rusm.

“Beat 'em back—the swebe!” gasped
Guy. “DBut for the love of Mike, keep
your fists olear of ‘em !

Rushing at the yelping pock, the
chums laid about them with the elube.

Crack! Thump! Thwack!

Befors their determined onslaught the
lean, wild degs relled in the sand or
turned tail and seurried for the sane-
twary of the palms. What small courage
the pariahs had summoned oozed out of
themt, apd in less than n minute the
whole pack wae in full ery back to the
caves in the interior, where they mads
their home. i

“Thumpin' good job they've gonal®
panted Guy. )

Mow they had time to look round for
the boat, but that had been dragged
away by the undertow of the guant
waves, and was being hammered to
pieces on the voleanio rocks et the edge
of the cove. There was not a sign of
that grim cargo she had carried; both
the body of the kelazsie and the negre
Iad wvanished.

“Phew! It's amazing how we ¢ama
through that lot!” Guy muttered, re-
garding the thundering white surf,
*We can thank our lucky starg—"

“And your work at the tiller, old
wan,” Tony supplied. *'Tough, though,
that we've lost the bodies of those two
poor chaps. 1f we could have got the
negro back alive to the Falcon, we nu§ht
have gained some useful evidence for
putting down this slave running that's
going on again in the Red Hea and
Persian Gult.

“Huh!™ Guy grunted. “That was &
slave dhow that we boarded, you bet]
Those beastly cut-throats had the luck
on their side swwhen the hurricane sprang
up—but our turn will come. I'm mighty
anxjouz, Tony, to meoct that Abyssinian
jinhnn;rg_ again—the fellow with the eyes
ike bits of polished topaz; he’s had a
zort of haunting effect on me ever since
I clapped my weather-eye on him."

Tony's ¢yes narrowed.

“He gave me & feeling such as I
never had in my whole Prlddy lifa
befors,” he admitted. “1 felt, some-
how, -after he had given me the once-
over, that I should be doing a publie
service if I shot himm down in cold blood.
Unsporting sort of adimission to have bo
make.” ) -

His chum %nttad his teeth.

“The big black swab fascinated me,”
he muttered. “ Buf after he'd shot that
negre, 1'd have given & year's pa.i' to
have filled his carcass =0 full of lead
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** Beal 'em back—ithe swabs ! " gas

ped Guy. ** But keep your flsts clear of *em ! **
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Rushingl at ﬂIl_a yelling pack of pariahs,

the chums laid about them with the clubs, Crack | Thump ! Thwack

that he wouldn't bhave nceded firebars
to take kim down to Davy Jones
Halie! Here's old Chota beginning to
tind the use of his pins.”

e

Vitlage of the Arabs !
THE little babu hed lost his horn-

rimmed  spectacles, and e
blinked hike an owl as he stood
swaying unsteadily.

“Ay venerable aunts!™ he gasped
wenkly,  “Thank goodnesses that we
have terra firma under our pedal ex-
tremities! Indeed, sahibs, 6 i3 a
miracle that we have endured the sports-
manship of such stormfolness and live
to tell ene another the tale.  What
place-name is possesscd by this debased
cpot, may I inguirefully aski”

“Phis island is called Khoof,” Guy
answored, smiling, “'There’zs a solifary
village of the samo name, and the bos
i 15 Sheikh Hajn ™

“Then let's leave our cards,”™ sug-
gosted Tony, wringing sea-waier from
hiz bedraggled tropie vniform. “and
maybe we can beorvow a  handinl of
dates and a cup of the wourishing old
hevhet from him.”

“2ahibk,” Chotajee =mid. “"linve you
vver heforetimes veceived formal intio-
duetions of him?' _

“ Never,” Tony =aid.

“I'va met him once,’
“on an gccasion :
ralled hore vather before your time, old
sport. He was polite—put on his best
camel’s wool hat; hut the meesn ald
Luffer didn't Jike trotting ocut the giddy

remarked Guy,

when the old Faleon

roast goat angd sweetmeats for onr on-
tertainment,”

Chotajee blinked nervously.

“But surely, sahib,” he said, “he can-
ngt refese 1o suckle  shipwrecked
mariners n distressfulness?  Nob even
dobazed and illiterous Arab can turn
the back and give cold shoulder with

stony  oye upon  wet and  suffering
Fellows hunwans,” :

Well, we've in}l}' well got fo risk it,
old san,® chirped Tony, " We lost our

boak, and wo can do nathing move here,
and I'm beginming to feel as hungry as
that Persian poet chap, Omar What's.
his-name, who sang about @ lonf of
Lread beneath w bough, Come on!
Forward the landing party [
They tramped up the drifting sand
topothor.
Dy this time ihe thunderous clouds
the hurricane had almost volled
and the sun ways setting  like
furnace aeross the sea 1o

of
Lway,
L CEIMESN
waestward,

They entered the outskivts of the
village withont sceing o sign of lLife
cxeept a fow scragey goals, but there
was 2 proat hullaballoo going on some-
where not far from hand.

That zome big cvent was in progress
was apparent from the nowse going on,
arid ihe iotal absonce of avy Arabs near
any of the squab, vmd-welled houscs
on the village outskirts.

“1 think,” Guy said cautiously, “we'd
better find ont just whak we're butting
intg before we announce ourselves™

Through a narrow alleyway thoy
ciught o glimpse of the village square,
bordered by o great throng of  Arabs

wearing the wsual heevy robes snd
head-gear, Then they stopped short
and every drop of blood froze in their
every drop of blood had frozen in their
veins, for, above tho ‘murmurings of
the throng and' the beat of drums and
cvinbals, rose o picreing cry of terror!

"F-good heavens!™

The colour flooded back into Tony's
face as he uttered that hoarse cry, and
with wusual impulsiveness, started for-
ward.

Immediately Goy gripped him by the
arm.

“Wot so fast, young ‘'un!” he
whispered. “Get up on that roof thera.
You too, Chota!™

When Guy gave an order in that tone
ihore was nothing more to said,
and Chotajee shinned esloft essisted by
o bunk-up by tho young lieutenant.

The rooi was solid snd fat, and boro
various signs that the family who lived
in the small dwelling spent most of
their tune wp there in the wsusl Arab
Mannor.

It was bordercd by o parapet a
couple of foot lugh, and the chums ereps
forward and peered over its odge.

Az they did se,, all caoght  ther
breath at  the sangzing and  sinister
sight which met their cyes!

(Frey wnd his companions kaee jumped
aul of the friing peon into the fire by the
faok af things! You'll be surprired ax
well ng thrillod when you rend of therr
exciting adecntures on  thin  strange
sl in next week's tnatolment of this
grimping serial)

Tie Maigxer Lizrary.—No. 1,198
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“TATTERS ” OF THE REMOVE!

[Contizwed from page 23.)

But at the present moment Tatlers,
though not gated, was not supposed to
Le out of pates—and neither were the
Famous Five, It was morning break
and m break the juniors wers nﬂt sup-
posed Lo Jeave the schiool precinets.

There was ne  harm, cortzinly, in
takivg a stroll; still, it was ngamst the
rales, and & repoct meant hines, SO
'I-‘.]:l."l a Sixth Ferin prefeet appeaved
the ofling, 1t was up to ihe Removites
to luant eover. DMore especially as the
prefect was G;Ilt'll:‘ af the Sixth, who bad
s lenr wermnory for olfences.

Yattors  spotted the prefect ab &
distance, in Friavdale Lane, and gave
tha w ELII:IHIF Anad the jlllllﬂlﬁ inyme-
diately backed out of the lane into tho
footpatli thraugh Friavdale Wood.

There, taking cover among the trees,
they wy cited for Carme of the Sixlh fo
pass on to the H“ag

“Oh, my hat!” immnurud I"~.1|*‘rt~11t
* Lool: m:t—lm « coming fius way.”

“Blow Cind 1M munnwied Lattors,

Carne Etur-pnl at the stile, and swung
hint:e'” over inte the fnr-t]‘r"ttlr Tle
catie up 1he footpath. and for o moment
o two the chmm of the Rewove won-
devetdl whether he had spotted thom,

But Cavne did not logk m their dirce-
tion ; .Lm] thesv lmgged the cover of the
obd oi 5 and boeches off the path, [le
lnuml within ten feek, evidently un-
aware of their presenee,

“Oood  Juel ™ murmured
Rall,

"'ihn:' tuckfelness is torvifie.™

“Ialle, Lallo, haltu" breathed Bob
Cherry, “The sweep's stopped ! Blick
where Yo are, yon men

“Uarne's footsteps had eeazed {o echin
hacl alone the path, Fyidently Lie had
conne ' fo r hatt, ab a little distance i the
woent,

The juniors exclhanged uneasy glanees,
There. veally wag no harm in o little

Johnny

stioll ont of catesdn breeali 3 but o report

tn l|m|a Form mster nweant trovble
el they did pal wont froulle with Afe,
(rivteli.” Aud they conld not Lelp think.
te that Carne st Juve gpotied thén
after all, ns he il stopped, and they
cxpocted fo hiear his refurning Foofs 1-:‘p-
]I:Lrt there was no =oumd of retuvning
footsteps, ' Cavne, for some inexplical: i
“veason. had gone a doren yvards or so o
tho Tm'fL-':t.h ol Hhen come Iu a halr
il :]ul not wall "on, and il not
T‘hll-.!]' “But while he was ”'HII"', the
FUniors mn'ld nol vennre td iveals cover,
ad they walted ampationtly, wondering
wihat on carile Civnee was up fo,
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Tettor.
Ahat we're nr'qlmmir.-il, 11

“Blow him!” murmuved Dol *I
suppoie ho's meeting somebody here—
one of his precious friends from the
Cross Keys, perhaps.”

The juniors grinned. The manners
and customs of the Sixth Form sports-
man were better known in the Liower
Se hool than he suspected.

‘Lﬁrell, we can’t hang on here mueh
longer,” esaid Nugent. “We shail be
late for third school, at this rate.”

“The latefulness will be—"

ly l'rrpt:-stpl':}us "o murmured  Bob.

“ Bother the man! Iallo, hallo, hallo!
somchody’s moving ot last.”

There wore footstops, but they came
From farther up the path in the weod.
Olviously, someone had met Curne on
the path—somecone, evidently, whom the
Ilack sheep of the Bixth did net eare
te meet near the sehool. Throngh the
clear, frosty nir a voice came to the
cars of the Juniors.

“You're here, old fellow ! Good Y

Havey Whurton gave a violent start.
Il Iﬂ'ﬂ']ﬂf[] voungl at his comrades. It
was the voice of Crril Rackstraw,

ALy Cat ! mnrmured Tatters, in
amazement, “l]mt s my Clousin L»uI
vour blokes ! Ay "at !’

“Here T am, Rackstraw,” answered
Carne. “DBut T'm dushed if I know why
you tan't comé up to the school!
What's the jolly old mystery about "

Harry Wharton & Co. could have on-
lightened Carne on that point.  They
knew why Kackstraw could not come up
to the school.

“I'll explain; {bere's 2 reazon,”
answored Racksteaw. Lhe trees Ind the
speakers from the Remove fellows, hutk
overy word eame clearly fo their cars.
“You haven't wmentioned that you're
mecting me

“Noo You asked me no! fo in vonr
Mobody ot Crevfriars knows
vt come (o
that. Bub why——""

“Xou Mn‘[ L doen earedul,
iieak. S0y o |;*A.||||r1,g,,i Froee &

There was wn vlepsy
sl Faw’s volc.

"ﬂri, 1 ! ]'r“rnl,;.ﬂ' o't go ot
gates in breale,” answeeed Cavne,

The jusiors geinned at one another.
That waz all Carne ke,

Vo wore
in Rack-

of

I-I.:l'l:"

“Crood ! Bat yvorp—-=""
“It docart apply to pwefeci= of
corvee. As o mntber bf Tocf. 1T've got

leave from thivd schiool” said Chine.
*“FE yon want fo Ialls, 1 ean fake Ol
1o & minoe cornfv ]'FIEH"I'." thau this Jdashed
windy woad 1

Lk us o pos by oall neesns then, Tlve
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something rather importont to say to
you, Carne.”

“Blessed if T can guess what it 15!
But let'z 1Y answered Carne.

And there was o sound of [ootsteps
receding on the woodland path,

The footsteps died away., Carne and
his friend had gone thmugh the wood
together, n.nd the ]umurs could guess
that the “comfy plece” the Sixth-
Former had spuken of was the back par-
lour at the Cross Keys. They had no
doubt that the two were heading for
that delectable resort by the woodland
footpaths.

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“That's ]n:::lI:,,' queer, you men.  Did you
know your precious cousin knew a Grey-
friars prefect, Tg‘ut{:rﬁ‘i'”

“He was talking to "im in his study
that day he called for me at the school,”
aaledl Tatters.  “Buot he said he was

1est asking Carne where 1 was. I never
Eknew he knowed the bloke.™

“ My  estecmoed chums, _murmure{i
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, “the queer-

fnlness of this ridiculovs ineident 15 tox-
rific and absurd., Our worthy and
lndierons friend Latters 15 not vet dono
with the execerable Rackstraw.

Havrry Wharton nodded, with a
wrinkle of deep thought in Lis hrow.

“There's something behind this,” said
hiee " Thut seoundrel iz up to some-
thing—though goodness knows what!
He's not tlunking of boagging Tatters
again—I'm sure of that, But he's up
to something.”

“What ¥ asked Nugent.

Whartoen shook hiz lhead.

*oodnoss knows

“Well, they're gone,”
“Lot's get back.”

Aud the chums of the Remove left the
wood, aml started back to the school
ak n :-*11}1(] trof. They were jJust in time
for third school, and eseaped the vials
of wrath.

But during third =chool they were
thinking more of that strange incident
than of the valuable instructions they
received from, Mr. Qut-lch

Homething was “up,” aml  though
they eonld nof begin to guess what it
was, they felt that Tatters of the Re-
move was not vet done with las raseally
vival for the Clislmomdeley fortune,
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dropping and prevarieating. Distanco no
object. If you want any dirty work done,
I'a the man to do it !
strikt  kondidence.—AY. G, 1B,
siady No. 7, Remove Passidgo.
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NOTORIOUS NIGHT CLUB RAIDED

The Tuckshop Whirl

=

HA’PENNY NAP

Smithy's Bpeakeasy, & ceols-
brated night-resort of gay dogs,
merry blades, and Underworld
characters ganerally, was raided
the night before last by Remove
detectives disguizsed ag patrons,
The Speakeasy, which iz o notor-
iwous night-club finaneed by the
woalthy sportaman, Mr. H.
Yernon-Smith, has for weeks been
held in a box-room at the top of
the House, and rumours of wild
ravela held there have bean
purrcnt in Lower School circles
for some Limae.

The raid was corried out under
the orders of Det.-Insp. Russell,
wlo took the precaution of

roviding his men with the black

masks which club-members have always worn. With thejr chivvies
thus hidden, the officers were ablo to mingle freely with the patrons.
When they entered, they found a cabaret in progress, Kipps and
Hazaldens, the well-known Russian dancers, being occupied in

giving their speciality damce, the Tucksho
atrains of Bkinner's Mouth-organ and
Ginger-beer was being sold at the exorbitant
wineglass, and cigars and cigarottes wore on

Wharl, to the hectic
mb.and-paper Band,
rice of sixpence o
o, though most of

the members wisely fought shy of them. At the paming-tables, a
number of petrons wero engaced in a life-and-death strugple at

ha’penny nap.

he officers’ task was made g ntils more difficult when one of

them was recopnised,
are here ! ™

This waa the signal for a yell : * The cops
A moment later Mr, Vernon-Smith turned out the

lights, and a wild afiray began in tho darlmess, pea-shooters being

used indiscriminately by both sides.

When the lights went up

again, it was seen that the police had gained contrel of all the
strategic points in the club, and they wers able to take names and

addresses without any more difficulty.

Among the guests were

the prizefighter, Peroy Bolsovor, soveral gunmen carrying automatic

a8 apparantly beem oxtortin
for quite & long lime. Mr,
with supplying ginger-beer on
permitting gambling,
pending the trial.

Wumﬁ.wrnn_ﬁf.m. and a notorious rackeleer named Billy Dunter, who
1€ TOTG
Eﬁﬂw. mith was formally charged

on thoe night ciub racket

ensed premises and also with

He was released on his own recognizances

BEAUTY HINTS
By S. Q. 1. Field

Prominent Beauty's
Preparation

Lot us talk about comploxions
to-day, my would-bo beauties.
The very latest news from Paris
is that the brick.red complexion
whicih has been fashionuble so
long is to give way (o & mors
othercal ecolour, somewhere be-
fween  hilious yellow and, sea-
green, It behoves ug all w_.,.__ got
busy and effect the change with
the lemst possible suffering. A
prominent beauty specialist of

e —— L —

ny confidently

eequaintance
recommends Lho u,ﬁ.__aa__.wsm froat-

(Continued af fuot of nexd column,)

NEW YEAR
RESOLUTIONS

Black Outlook

for Remove

HARRY WHARTON : To
keop the * Greyiriara Horald ™ at
ita wnﬁﬁm_ﬁ_ high-elags standard,

BILLY BUNTER : As a result
of denying myself too much in the
past, I am rappidly waisting away
to a shaddo. Bo my New Year

resolution shall be to EAT MORE
GRUB 1

DICKY NUGENT: I'm poing
to call Wingate's altention 1o the
way I play footer and boldly arsk
him for a plaice in (he First
IITIIIIIITI.  Another resolution
I've made is to stull exercizo books
in wn% ?..ME before ¥ see him !

HORACE COKER: My firat
task in the New Year will be to
make the Remove respect mo. I
proposs to de that by walloping
the lot of "em. (Yes, but how do
you ?ﬁﬂnﬂw to do THAT, old

LD, )

bean f—
SKINNER: My

HAROLID
regolution is to find o spot whers a
fellow can have a gasper without
gotting a thick ear from that rotter
Bull ¢

JOHNNY BULL: My resolu-
tion is to gee that there isn't a
spot left in Greyfriars where that
rotter Skinner can smoke his cheap
fnga without geiting a thick ear
from me [

BOLSOVER MAJOR: Tve
made up my mind to knoek out
Carnera.

ALONZO TODD : Resolutions,
my good fellow ¥ I've made
nearly three hundred of them.
The first is to be more gentle to
grasshoppers, the second
{The rest are taken as read '—Eb,)

ment to obtain the desired result:
Tako half o pound of bay-leaves,
and earefully erush into puip.
Boil in & pail of water for five
hours, then throw away the water
and scrape out the residue. Mix
this with the yolks of a dozen
snulkos’ epps, ﬁ%ﬂm a teaspoonful
of fish-glue, and sald to taste.
joil in vinegar and allow to cool,
Tho great advantage about thig
preparation is that it ecan be
apptlied to the faco or paten, with
equally beneticial resulta, I am
agsured by soveral Iriends who
took the mixture internully that
their brick-red nﬂ....._uw.h...ﬂ.aum
bocame greon with astonishing
rapidity,

AGONY
COLUMN

WILL the young lady with
hair like waving corm, eyes like
stars, and a wart on her noss,
whoe sat opposite the young man
whe had & cup of tea and a bath
bun at m_wﬂ_mmuum last Tuesday,

lease  write  to H_Dﬂ.miH._UﬁwH
MAULY, ¢fo this paper,

GENTLEMAN possessing large’

number of titled relations and a
megnificent country seat finda
himseslf temporarily short of kash
owing to a delay in the post,
Who will tide over the difficuliy
with o small loan, to be repaid
with 100 per ¢ent interest as soon
83 the antissipated postal order
arrives '—Wire, .—Wn.wmmﬂ—.:
Study No. 7.

EXPERIENCED Footer Corch
wanted, to give the finishin
polish to the best Junior Team
Guoyiriars, before they mop up
LT

urday,—apply, C. . Templs
Esq., Fourth w..mw‘mwmw. B

WANTED, metch for next
Saturday by the Bemove First X1,
Reserve XI. turning out against
a very wealk opposition, loaving
First Team disengaged. Strong

W_,m:..,m_u_u teamns, write at oncs to
. Wharton, * Herald ™ Office.

L{3T in Friardale Lane, brand.
now  motor-cycle, Owner was

flung therofrom and found, on}

gotting up again, that tho bike hed
disappeared, Call, write or wire,
H. J. Coker, Filth Pazsagpe,

FOUND, in a ditch off Friardale
Lane, & number of bolts, screws,

nute and twisted irom; mught
have been & bieycle onca.  Worth
about ls. as serap. Will pay

25, 6d. to anvone who will take it
offi my land~—Farmer Heystak,
Sarkfields Farm.

WANTED, enthusiast on Grey-
friars history, with knowledge of
English, to read through the firat
2000 folios of my * History of
CGreyiriars ™ with & view 1o
detecting possible errora in pune-
tuation. Pay—nothing, In
order that the work involved
shall not interfere with the
applicant’s school work, ha will
have permission to get up 2 hours
garlier in the morning. bHE.%

rusih f=—

carly and saveid the
3. 8. Quelch, LA, IMasters'
Passape.

1F tha person who * lifted " the
poriable gramophone from Study
Ko, 1 Jast Wednesday will call ab
the zaid Study any evening alter
6 p.m., the owner will be plossed
to hund over the key of samo,
togethor with twenty records.

,____
ART STUDIES AT

REMOVE
ACADEMY

Sardines in Qils

{ Football boing impossibls owing
to fioods on Little Side, the Re-
meve's First Annual Art Exhibi-
Mﬁ_ was opened in the Rag by

arl Maunleverer on Wednosday
sdternoon, His lordship, in
theelaring the exhibition open,
1emarked that he was glad
Hore his words faded away into
sienee, and it was found that he
hsd dozed off, On being prodded
with 8 chisel belonging to o
demove sculplor, he =md that,
myway, it was o great pleasure
and all that, and he hoped every-
‘wdy would have a good time.
dpparently Mauly was under the
Mpeession thot ho was opening o
fele-and-gale, or beanfeazst! The
neble oarl’s slumbering body
deving been removed on &

ilretcher, the public wore allowed
foinspect the exhibits, which won
imech admiration,

Mr. Frank Nugont's study of
iardines in oila Q_Enr_u___. attracted
3 big crowd, as alzo did Mr, Dick
lwke's restrained representation
«f & pen in ink. Several of the
wratercolours wers most lifelike,
tud Mr. Penfold’s painting of a
limken ege was so realistic that
most of the spectators held their
moses while studying it (it wae
ftorwards found that someonao
o dropped a stink bomb near

The futuristic influcnce was
wosent, of course, and Mr
-revor's effort in crayons eamne in
fi a lob of praiso from the high.
trows till it was [ound that the
“'pieture ' was only a pices of
& ap paper on which he had beon
festing: Liis colours !

Several fine pieces of sculpiure
were on view. Among thom we
et simple out  for  epeeiod
iumtion, Mr, Morgan’s * Foot.
#_L.zr_n on the Wing," in' bronze,
“Three Brass Balls,” by Mr. Fish
..rm o marble bust of IToraco

(Continwed af fool of next column.)

c.u derworld King at Common

——

Greyiriars Needs Waking Up

Jury’s Verdict

Tollowing the raid on Herbort
Vefnon-Smith's Speakeasy, the
Bounder of Grey{riars, desoribed as
a gentleman, made his appearance
boforo Mr. Justice Wharton at
the Common-room Criminal Court.
The Court wazs crowded with a
fashionable throng, who followed
the case with engrossed attention.

Evidence of arrest was given by
Det.-Jnzp. Russell, who said that
when charged, prizoner's reply
was " Gah!® (Laughter and
cheers.)

Mr. Bob Cherry, K.C., for the
Puldie Prosecutor, said that it went
againgt the grain fo have to turn
on an old pal like Smithy, but
duly waz duty and he had his
fee to earn. (Laughter, and a
gtern order from the Judge:
* Get on with the washing, Bob 1 ")

Warming up {o his case, Mr.
Cherry wont on fo doscribe the
dramatic raid on Smithy's Speak-
Casy. He eonlarged on tho
nefavious  activities the police
found in peogross at the club—the
cambling, the smoking, and the
profiteoring in liquor—and do-
manded to know why sny choap
should bBe allowed to run a club
that was nothing more than a
meoting-place for ganpgsterz, gun.
mon, racketsers and other Under-
world pests. In his poweriul
concluding remaerks, Mr. Cherry
immpressed on the jury that it lay
in their mu%.&u to clean up Grey-
friars. asked them to roturn
a werdiet of * Guilty,” and
requested the Judgs to smeo that
prisoner jolly well got it where
the chicken got the chopper.

Prizoner, who conductod his own
defence, then rose, amid some
applause, and thanked the Counsol

(Continued from previows column.)

Coleer by Mr. Wharton. Unfor-
tunately, the last exhibit was
spotted by Coker, and the bust is
now bust !

We cannot close without refer-
enco to o really fine statue, " The
Athlete,” executed by Ar. Skinner
in chewing-gum, Thiz is a
genuine masterpiece, and wvisitors
who have been sshed what they
lilie best in the exhibition have zo
far shown little hesitotion in what
they * cliews,™

The show wiil remain open tntil
Saturday njpht, Roll up in your
ihonsands, chaps | All the profita
~o  to  the Hard-up Axlists'
Tund.

arn

for the Prosecution for the kind
reforences to  himself, He
sssured him of a hearty welcome
at the Speakeasy as soon as it
reopened (laughter). With rogard
te the charpes which hed been
brought against him, ho cheerfully
admitted that they were quite
true. What of it ¥  Greyiviors
was & sleepy old show which
badly needed waking up. He
considered that he was really a
public henefactor to have iniro-
duced hiz night club, which had
quickly becomo the ons bright
spot in the School! He had no
apology 1o make and hoped that

-room Criminal Court

A Juryman : What sbout iho
ﬂ..ﬂm_m you make on the gingor-

ert

FPrisoner (warmly): Profits be
blowed! I havo to pay my boot-
leppera twice a3 much as I charge
for it to get the stuff up to the box-
room !

Aftor a briof intorval, tho Jury
found prisoner illy, with &
efrong recommendation to merey.

Mr. Justice Wharton : Vernon-
Smith | You have beon found
guilty on the clearest evidonee of
supplying ginger-beor and per-
mitting goming oo unlicenssd
premises, It is my painful duty
to inflict on you & fino of ffty
jam taris or & sovore bumping.
wu#i,rn..ﬂaﬂ__. I order that the
premises be disqualified frorm being
used ag o club for & period of one
enlendar month from to-day,

Frisoner al once made armnme.

=)
menis for the payment of the hine

the Jury would share his view and | and  smilingly left the Court,

allow him fo ecarry on the good| accompanied by a bodygunrd of
worls, EONImen.

mHmm—._cHﬂdm Om_; abouts ! ' * You mean ‘ FIND,'

sire,” objected one of his lords,

? “ No, I don’t mean * find,’ idjot !

m..m)_.. mpa m retorted His Muajesty, with that

By Dr. Alfred Birchemall

fEdited Ly Dicky Nugent. )

St. Sam's waa founded in the
Umpteenth Contury by Heury the
Tenth. Tt has therelore eggsisted
longer than any olher skool bar
Foten and the famous University
of Oxbridge, of which I am so
distingwished a shollor, It is
gaid that Henry the Tenih, when
refurning {rom the chase ono day,
gnjd to his ecouriiers: ' Hay ho,
and by my halidom! '"T'were a
good wheoze to found a skool here-

rapisr-like wit fur which ho
fammed, * What 1 mean is, you
can’t FIND & skool hero af
prezzent, =0 LM remedy that by
FOUNDING one. Suvvy 1 Ho
then fred an arrow inte tho aic
and ordered that wherever it fell o
skool should be hilt to 1.+ eallnd
St. Sam’s after his faverite unsle.
And now, we skip sevveral cen-
turieg—

{Exactly! And find ourselves
back in the T'wentieth | Thanks,
very much, Dicky, buat nuff’s ag
govd ag o feast I—EDp.)

e L E— T
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ANSWERS TO
CORRESPONDENTS

Bruiser's Black Eye.

“BRUISER"™ (Study No. 1)
aska how he cun geb ril of a black

oye. I advise wearing o flesh-
coloured raask, In many cases
thiz saetully  improves  one’s

oppearance and one often tinds
people who siill continue to wear
tho mask long aiter the necessily
for doing =0 has passed.  One can,
of course, try to give the black
ey 10 spomchody else; but this
spmotimes results in ene's obtuin-
ing lwo black eyes instead ol one !
Porsevers,  * Diruiser,” and  tho
creat gt of Leauly will ke yours
one day !
“PALEFACE™ is

about his pale complexion.

worried
{ron't

.
worry, " "aleface  ; the time is
comninge, a3 I indicate above, when
the pals complexion will be all
ihe rage, 80 it moy yeb bo a com-
fort 1o wyou. Menntime, oy
standing on your head for an houv

o twao.

ADVERTISEMENT

WIITERS, PLAYWRIGIHTS
AND POETSI Sund mo your
offoris and I'll sall 'cm for youl
The Ilest Literary Agont in
Ureyiviars  bar none 15 ME!

Terma: 20 per eent of tho
proceeds.  Tot your namo on my
booka by paying ihe irilling

deposit of 1 Daollar (3 Shgs, in
vour woeird eoinagzo 1), 1on't
forgct the deposit, boyal That's
important | Write, Fiah's
Literary & Dromabic Agoney,
Study No. 14, Romove Passazo.



